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V AH else are but as circular lines, 

And Death the centre where they iJl must meet." 

i T is with deep sorrow ^at one writes for the last time a 
well-known name, or speaks withtonessubdned thefamiliar 
and friendly syllables once uttered so lightly. The circle 
c^^ntracti with the increasing y^rs ; the lights go out one by 
one in the windows that once sent forth so pleasant a greeting 
into the night. Wherever we move there is a vacancy- 
• place that can no more be filled Since we gave in our Ninth 
Volifme ^the death-roll of the poetic spirits that had departed 
this life from the time we (in 1880 ) began our work on 
“ Modem Scettisij Poets,* there has gathered ano&er sad 
obituary list of honoured singers whose names and memories 
will be held green for many a year. On their tombs, as it 
wem, we now feel it to be our duty to lay this offering 
of f^mathetic and affectionate remembrance — ^knowing how 
much there appeared to be in them that might have risen to 
loftier gitiwUi had not the suuiinons come to bear them hence. 
In the quaint words of Quarles— 

** My glass is half unspent ; forbear t'arrest 
My thnftlegb day too soon ; my poor request 
Is tlwt my glass may run but out the rest. 

time devoured minutes will be done 
^tbout thy help ; see, see bow swift they run ; 

Cut not my thread befote my thread be spun." 

We cannot fathom the mystery of what is termed “inoom- 
pletod lives," Wir some of them have died in the flower of their 
youth. It is pleasuni, however, to think that they saw their 
I^th, and had coui age, tuith and hope to guide them wh^ 
they walked in it— submitting patiently to the dispensa- 
>tioiu of an oJl-wise Providence. We paust not douot tiie 
tenderness and love of Him who holds for us the mystic record, 
and wants to VM us upward to the PiwiM Laud, whm all 
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that has hecTi dark shall be made eloar. Our friends Are now 
the iiiit'loudfd siiushine of TTc^veu-- beholding the 
glories of tho batnb, and singing “ songs before unknown.” 

“ Now, with triumphal palms, tliey stand 
IJefore tho throne on high, 

And serve the flod they love, amidst 
The glories of the sky. 

His presence fills each heart with joy. 

Tunes ev’rjf mouth to sing ; 

By day, by night, the. s;icred courts 
With glad hosannahs ring.” 

We shall first refoT to tlios(j who, though early cut off, have 
left us utterances tliat will make their name and memory live 
in the literature of their country. 

THOMAS IIAE, 

Better known by his vom'di ^plime of “ Dino,” died, aVtcr a 
period of great w’eakneas, at (Jalashiels in September, 1889, in 
his tw'entietli yoai . In (nirseleveuth voluuie we reior to hes 
own words as “ singing t<i himself, in order to soothe his 
aching, feehle brnly.” And tint result is that the world is all 
the richer for his so(»tliing, inelodioub verses, full of na^iural 
pathos. About tv\o UHniihs before his death he went on a 
visit to. Aberdeen and Pyvic, and, over-exerting himself, he 
returned home, only to die. A few' wrecks before, he wrote to 
us that he was t<‘eliiig stronger, and able to move about a 
little — “ 1 have got the beautiful sun now^ to dispel some of 
the gloom fioni my W'eury heart, and also tins dear, sweet 
flowHJi’S and the balmy air to put now' hcipe into me.” Ho con- 
cluded bis letter with a set of verses, of which this is the 
first — 

** Good-night, beloved ! ah, I do not fear 

To go away— 1 know that Ho is near 

To light tho darkness with His own s«weet love, 

To make tlie pathway light to huavon above. 

Things shjwly fade away, my eyes grow dftn, 

But now 1 hear the holy angels’ hymn.” 


JANET WYED PITCAIRN, 

A young poetess of bright pnanise, noti<ied in our eleventh 
scries, foil asleef» in JVlay 1889, in her twenty -fourth year. 
She was a grnnd-daughter of the late Rev, Thomas Pitcairn 
of Cockpen, for many years Clerk of the (le-ieial Assembly, / 
ajid daughter of JMr A. V. Pitcairn, W.S., Kdinburgh. At a* 
very early age— indeed as soon as she had learned to write — 
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little stories and rhymes were now and then discovered amongst 
her papers, and she coiitiime(| as she grew up to give expres- 
sion to her deeper feelings. iSiiiee her death a clioiee selec- 
tion of her pieces has neon published in book form, under 
the title of “The Shepherd and (ither Verses.” All her 
utterances were full of words of cheer and comfort, and in her 
hours of weakness, she, as she wrote at an early age, realised 
that * • 

. “ Wliat is best He sends. It eft is pain ; 

But with it blest assurances remain, 

To Jiid thee in the coii<j|iiest of thy will, 

To soothe thy spirit with His * Peace, be still,' 

To turn thy weaiy eye to Him ff»r rest, 

In love to teach thee that His will is best.” 


BASIL KAMSAY AN DEItSON, 

A young Shetlander, died in Kdinl argh in January 1888. 
Rea<Kjrs of our sixth volume .will kriow that he was a native 
of Unst, but had been resident for a number of years in Kdin- 
l»urgh, ^nd employed in a law ollice, ilc early manifested a 
rr'inarkablc talent for versificHtion, and had his life been pro- 
longed ho Would probably have taken a high place among our 
inincft* poets. Ilut coii.^iiiu])tioii (‘arned him nil in his twenty- 
sixth year, just throe mouths after tlm death of a brother from 
the same fell disease. Slmrtly ])ef<»ro he joined his brotJier in 
the realms of liglit, Jiud oniy a few weeks before his own 
release, he wrote a poem entitKd*“ Alone,” of w^hich the’ fol- 
lowing is the last \ ersc — 

“ Ah ' they whost* loved arc lost 
But know what 'tis to be alone, 

And pitying tears but idly flow 
As wat<‘rs lap a stoiio ; 

Like snail.s within their shells who know 
No presence Init their own, 

Been warped in woe we dat kling go 
Aifine, alone, alone ! 

How<?v'cr, affho wrote on another occasion, 

“ Our Falher's l(»vo in all we setj — 

The leaf that falleth from tln‘ tree 
Must change, but not be lost ; and we? 

We will not feai. . . , . 

The stars and angels keep their tryst, 

We go to fall asleep in ChrisL” 

Shortly after the death of Mr Anderson a memorial volume 
was ^published under the editorship of Jessie M. K. Saxby, 
bearing the suggestive ami appropriate title- -“On the 
Threshold ; Poems aiid Keiuiuisccnccs,” The work was issued 
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for the benefit of his mother — a widow, whose stay lie had 
partly been. 

JOSEPH MASSIE, 

Noticed in our ninth volume, was cut off when his “bright 
parts had but begun to unfold themselves. He died in Forfar 
in May, 18S8„at the age of twenty. Of a retiring and modest 
disposition, he left behind him a large number of admirers, 
and it was said of him that ** a truer, nobler, kinder heart 
never beat beneath a factory boy's jacket.” His short life 
w’as an example of what may bo attained by even those who 
are denied the advantages of an ordinary elementary trainiy*g, 
and whose leisure hours are but few. Though chained to the 
nmtine of factory life, he clujrishcd and cultivated his 
intellectual faculties to an unusual degree. His poems possess 
such merit as to have led us to expect that his matured man- 
hood would ha\ e prodiictul something that “ the world would 
not readily let die.” Ihit, as he wrote — 

riiildren of inen, .mich l.s our fate ; 

Time bear.«j us to Death’s gloomy gate 
'Mi<l hopes and feai.s. 

So few the years thi.s world can give 

We hut rememlMjr that we live 
When Death appears. 

JAMES BAEI.ANTYNE, 

A lengthy sketch of wli(»se brief but eventful cureer wdll be 
found in our elexeuth volume, «lied at Woodend, Armadale, 
in September, 1887. He was born in 1800 at Crindledyke, 
parish of Cambusnethaii, and at the age of tw'olve years he 
begun life in a coal mine as “ tray) door l>oy,” pony-driver, 
&c. In 1880, after he had, hy great effort, qualified himself 
ff)r the position of a manager, lie met with an accident that 
fra.etured his Ry)ine, ami ever afterwards deprived him of all 
feeling and motion in Iiis lower extremitit .s, J'’or tlip last 
five or si.K years (d his life he was an iii\alid, thoiigli he was 
able during the sumnur nionlhs to wheel himself to many 
lf>ved .sy)ots on a trieycle providtjd by his niany friends. 
His intellectual facilities remained bright, and he wrote 
numerous beautiful songs, including “Tlie Mueklw May Flee,” 
which was widely sung, and enjoyed much popularity. A 
menioiial volume has \ ceii published since his death, and was 
superintended by his life-long friend and “brither bard 'i Mr 
F. Barnard. His cheerful disposition threw a wonderful 
charm round his invalid days, and endeareil him to all W'ith 
Whom he came in contact. As a pout, it may be said he had 



IN MEMOBIAM. 


XI. 


blit b«guii to live, bnt he lias loft evidences that go to show 
what might have Ijpen achieved by him at a more mature age. 

WILLIAM THOMSON. 

We come now to one who was called hence in the ‘'gloainin 
hour” — a “shock of corn fully ripe,” a nonagenarian poet. 
William Tlminson, a sketch of whose career will be found in 
our first series, and who for the long period of sixty-two 
years was postmaster in Kennow'ay, Fife, died there in June, 
1887, in his ninty -first year. Few men living a quiet village 

life W'cre better known. lie early ileveloped a happy faculty 
oi versification, anrl, talking a deep interest in all political 
and public events, lie contributed prose and poetry to the 
local prcF-s from ItS‘22, tlie year when the first newspaper — the 
Fife /7rm/(/'-was established in Fife, up to within a few 
weeks of his death. Several of bis contributions were sub- 
soqiibntly published in a collectt d form, among them being 
“ Haiidom Rambles,” 18*18 ; “ Lays of Leisure,” 1849 ; 

•“Walks in Fife, by Timothy Tramp,” 18»')2 ; “Sketches of 
County CJharaeters,” 1857 ; and “ Remiriiscenees of Kenno- 
way,” 1 875. Mr Thoiuson wus one of the earliest contributors 
Chamber ft* Journal- about 18.S.3 or 18J4 He seized the 
poetic j»idc of many current events, and emboclicd his senti- 
iiiciits in smooth, flowing luimhers. llis poetry nuinifestcd 
the spirit of true niigion, ami sfiino t>f his more devout verses 
have found tlicir W'uy into oiu Scottish liyinnals. 


WlLLfAM (J BA HAM 

Died in Edinburgh in 1886. The son of a teacher, he w'as 
born at Dniikcld iii 18(K). There, he was fond of telling, he 
once sat, while a mere eliild, oji the knee of Neil Oow, the 
celebrated Scottish violinist. When only twelve ycai’s old 
he entered the Univ(*isity (»f Edinburgh, and passed through 
the Arts ctfLii-se, Kc then hccame assistant, in his father’s 
sehool. Til J82J he was appoinlLMl Englisli ma.ster in the 
Academy of Cupar Fife. In 1881 he came to Edinbui-gh and 
began a most prosperous career as a teacher ot elocution, and 
visiting master at various ladies’ scliools. Indceil his bfe in 
kidiiiburgh presents an instance of hard work that lias rarely 
bec*n paralelled. H^is daily hours of labour were sometniies 
as many as fourteen, and he continued to teach up till 1884. 
wheti ill-health obliged him to retire. His yiow'crs as an 
elocutionist were of a very high order, and lie sang Scottish 
songs with exquisite taste, and his fund of anecdotes illus- 
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truting ohl Soottish inaunors Wiis aliH<»Rt inexhaustible. As will 
be set'll in onr wketeh in fifth Bcrios, Vi (irahain, while 
cngrossetl willi the teaching of (stiiors, I’oiind opportunities 
for cultivating his own mind. Knglish litciatnrc, histoiy, 
get>giai)liy, and music occupied most of his spare hours; and 
bo took great jdeasuro in writing down his ideas. Ho edited 
for some time the Scottish tjiucaiional Joumaf^ contributing 
many articles to itg pages. He wrote “ Exercises in 
Etymology ” ami a i‘ Treatise on Elocution ” for Chambers’ 
edueatitinal series. He composed poems and songs, chiefly 
in praise of fishing and golfing He also produced sevoial 
lectures, principally on Scottish manners. Many of these 
contributions were collected and published uudcT tlio title <ff 
“ Lectures, Sketches, and Poetical Pieces.” His eminence 
as an educationist and as a writer was recognised by the 
University of Aberdeen, which conferred on him the degree 
of Doctor of Laws. 

• 

NORVAL CI.YNE, 

All eminent Aberdeen advocate, whose career is skistcbed in • 
onr first series, <lit'd in .l.inuary 1889 The son of C^aptain 
Jolm CUyne, he was born in 1817. I’esides lieinga soiind^ind 
greatly esteemed lawyer, Mr (dyne possessed literary abiJi* 
tics of iio mean f>rder. Hi.selnef literary work was “ I$a.l1ads 
from Scf»ttisli llistoiy,” an enlarged edition of Avhicli was 
yuihliMlied in I8(»d. .\iiotlier interesting wo»k .was a volume 
of ]>oeiiis entitled ‘‘d'he Lost Eagle.' Mr ('lyno also wrote, a 
pamphlet <lisplaying uuu'h res<>arch and poetical and liistorical 
critici.sin - “ 'J’he La«ly VVardlaw Heresy,” being a defence flf 
the aiiticjuity of the liall.ad of Hardyknnte and otlrnr Scotch 
ballads, in aiiswei' to a well-known attack by Dr Robert 
Chambers iip<ui tlie.s<‘ ballads. In the opinion of eoinpeteiit 
judges, Mr Clyue fully made out his case ; and as a W'ritcr of 
ballads .lud an authority on the subject, he had the distinction 
of being meiitioiu'd ]>y Profej^.sur (diilds, (»f Harvard Univer- 
sity, tlie gieatesi living .tuthority on Scotch afid Eng:lish 
hallad.s. His latest literary woik was a small volninc 
pidilished in 18S7 — Scottish Jacobites and their Poetry.” 
He, was facbm and sec-ctary for the Society of Advocates for 
many years, and foi- ‘22 years was secretary and Jireasiirer f»f 
the L)iocesaii ( ‘oiuioil, and was for 14 years Registrar of tht) 
Dhaiese. 

JAMKS SALMON, 

A distinguished Olasgow' architect, a selection of whose versus 
appears 111 our secomf series, died in June, 1888, in his S4th 
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year. . For a j)eriod of 18 years ho held many of the most 
important offices connected with the corporation, and was a 
Glasgow Railie in l8iio-G6, and again from 1870 till 1872. He 
restored Paisley Abbey, and was the designer of the Woodilec 
Asylum at Lenzie, the Deaf and Dumb Institution at Lang- 
side, the Technical College in Bath Street, and a number of 
churches in Glasgow and Paisley. He was the first 
President Oi the Glasgow Institute of Architects. 


HORATIUS BONAB, 

A number of whose poems and hymns, with details of his life, 
Ifhs a place in our first scries, died in ydinburgli in August, 
1880, in his eighty -first year. From sketches of his career 
published at his <leath, we learn that he belonged to an old 
Perthshire faniily, wh<» at difierent ’Periods did much for the 
welfare of the early Scottish Kirk ; and in this generation 
the roputation of the Bonai family has been well maintained 
by four brothers, who have all been prominently eonnected 
• with the .h\ee (Jliureh — Horatius, Andrew, John, and James 
Bon<ir. llie father of those four brotlmrs was James Bonar, 
Search Solicitor of Excise, who is dc;, scribed as having 
b^en a man of varied and extensive literary knowledge, and 
a valtbed correspondent of tlie most Jearued men of his day. 
The Bonars were thus brought early into contact, not only 
with the religious iufluenrjCsS, but with the literaiy and scien- 
tific activity wliieli was assocLitod with the earlier years of 
the Free Churelj. On being licensed. Dr Bouar was appointed 
nfi.ssioiiary assistant at South Leitli, in 1838 he was called to 
Kelso, ami in 186fi to the Grange Free (]!hufeh, Edinburgh. 
His devotion to liti'iature and writing of every kind kept 
pace with his otlier pui suits in life Jlotli befoie and after 
he went to Kelso, he was engaged in literary work, editing 
(ffiuroh periodicals and writing religious works His labours 
in this sphere wcihj recognised by the Uuivi*rsity of Aberdeen, 
whidi conferred upon him the degree of D.D. Horatius Bonar 
married Catherine Luiidie (thuigliter of the Kev. Robert 
Lmidie, Kelso), who also wi'ote sevi ral poems and hymns, 
some of which wc give in our eleventli series. Dr Bonar 
will be remembered not so much for his sermons, nor for his 
p/osc writings, noi' for the part ho xdayed in ecclesiastical 
atTairs, but as a writer of hymns. lie has been to Scottish 
Evangelicalism what Kcble was to High Churchism and 
We^ey to English Evaiigeliculism. His hymns will be sung 
as long as the religious emotions of wlin h they arc the sweet 
and graceful expression hiVC influenue over men. They have 



xiv. 


IN MEMOKIAM. 


gone round the world, have Iummi sung in churches ^of all 
ooinniunious, have been learned hy little childreji, and hung 
as lights over the thickly -closing waterts of death. It is 
significant of Dr Bonar’s strong eonservatisni that he 
never had these or any other hymns sung in the churches 
where he ministered till recent yeais. Sonu* of them are to 
be found in almost every rmtestaiit hymnal, and none are 
more popular.^ Among the best known of Dr Bo^iar’a hymns 
are these beginning — 

“ A few more years shall roll, 

A few* more seasons come, 

And we shall l»e with those that rest 
Asleep within the t«nMh.” 

“ 1 heard the voice «if Jesus sny, 

‘ I'oine unto me and resli ; 

Lay down, thou w'eary one, lay dowiv 
Thy head upon luy hr^'ast.’ ” 

“ Thy way, not mine, O laud, 

How'eter dark it he, 

Lead me by Thine ow'ii hand ; 

Choose Tluui the path for me.” 

Ill tlic whole range of hymnology tli<*re ivS probaldy uvt a 
grander o]* more comprehensive invocation than 

“ When the W’eaiy, seeking rest, 

Thy goodness llee ; 

When the heavv -laden east 
All then load on Tlu-e ; 

When the luuibled, seeking perice, 

On Thy name shall call ; 

When th(‘ siiinei, seeking life, 

At Thy feel, shall fall 
Hear Thou, (> Loid, in kne luy toy, 

In heaven, Thj clueiliiig-pUce oii’high.” 

Tlie following beautiful and alha-tini' lines weie (says the 
lit ttifih Wt'eklif) found among Dr Bonar’s p ipers after his 
death. It is liclieved they were the last lie ever wrote 

“Loiig (lays and nights upon this restless bed 
Of daily, nightly wa'arim-ss ami pain 1 
Yet Thou art liere, my e-ver-gi acinus J^onl, 

Thy well-known \«iice speaks not ti) iiu- in vayi 

‘ In Me ye shall ha'e peace ! ’ 

The darkness seemeth long, anti even the light 
No lespile bungs >\ilh it ; n<» soothing losl 
Koi this worn flame ; yet in the midst (»f all 
Thy Ittxe revives. FallitM*, 'I’hy will is he.st. 

‘ In iMc >e shall have peace ! ’ 
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Sleep cometh not when ninst I seem to need 
• Its kindly balm. U Father, be to me 
Better than sleep ; and let these sleepless hours 
Be hours of Ii4es.si{d fellowship with Thee. 

* In Me ye shall have peace ! ’ 

Not always the wisdom and the love ; 

And sometimes hard to be believed, when pain 
■\Vr-e8tlo8 witli faith, and aliiio.st overcomes. 

Yet even in conflict Thy sure words sustain : 

* * In Me ye shall have peace ! ’ 

Father, the flesh is weak ; fain would I rise 
Above its weakness into things unseen. 

Lift Thou me up ; give me the open ear 
To hear the voice that speaketh from within 

* In Me ye shall have peace ' ’ 

P'ather, the hour is come ; the hour when I 
Shall with these fading eyes behold Thy face ; 
And drinic in all the fulne.ss of Thy love — 

Till then, oh speak to me Thy worus of grace 

* In Mu ye shall have peace ! ' '* 


WILLIAM DICKSON, 

Whose well-known hymn, “Childhood’s Years are Passing 
O'er Us,” 1ms l>ecn sung in nhurches and Sunday seliools 
'thron^fioui tlie world for nearly lifty years, died in Edin- 
burgh in 1889, ill his seventy -second year. As will be seen 
hy our seventh series, Mr Dickson was for many years editor 
ot the “ Monthly .Visitor,” so extensively circulated tlirough- 
out Scotland. in tlmt capacity he conducted ti large cories- 
pondcTUje with Bishop Kyle, Mr Spurgeon, and other well- 
kiio\fn tract writers. He took a great interest in Sabbath 
Schools, and was for upwards of a quarter of a century Con- 
venor of the Free Church Sabbath School Committee. In 
early life Mr Dickson contributed in prose and verse to 
several magazines, but during his later years his productions 
were chiefly hymns. 

JOHN HARRISON. 

Author of one of the most vigorous and stirring songs pro- 
duced ill recent times- “'fhe Smith’s a (valiant Fireman ” — 
dic<l ill his 70 th ^car at Liverpool in September, 1889. As 
W'ill J3c seen in oin- »> venth series, he was born in the parish 
of Forglen, Aberdeenshire, in 1814, and W’^ent into service as 
a herddioy wdien eight years of age. Kndowred with con- 
siderable poetic genius, Mr Harrison began to write verse 
long before he had attained to manhood, and contributed to 
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“ The Ballads and Songs of Ayrshire,” and published in 1867 
a tale entitled “The Laird of Restalrig’s Daughter/^ 

WILLIAM M*DOWALL» 

Editor of the Dttmfrin ami Qalloutjay Sfandardt di^ at Dum- 
frieti in October' 1888. In our third volume it is shown that 
his literary* tastes were very pronounced, aiid his love of 
antiquarian research i^aiued for him the reputation of an 
authority on archmological subjects. He is the author of one 
of the best local histories extant, “ The History of Dumfries.” 
An euthusidstic admirer of Burns, he published his ** Burns 
in Dumfi'iosHhire ” in 1870, and wad chiefly instrumoutr^l in 
getting tlte statue of the poet erected in Dumfries. Ho con- 
tributed to the * ‘ Enoyclopsodia Bi itannica. ” His other works 
include “1'he Mind in the Face” — an introduction to the 
study of physiognomy ; “ The -M-an of the Wood,” and 
other poems; “Liucluden Abbey;” and, shortly before his 
death, “Amongst Ohl Scotch Minstrels,'^ studying their 
ballads of love, war, social life, folk-lore, &c. As historij^n, 
poet, or editor, he was undoubtedly a man o{ original, 
independent, and divci sided talents, and his writings will 
long be valued. ^ 

ROBERT BITRKS THOMSON, 

One of tluj grandchildren of oiir jiational bard (see our 
seventh series), and perhaps the best kuowaof them all, died 
at Pollokshaws in April, 1887. He was bom in 1817, and 
was the author of several ue l-known songs, including “My 
Daddy"^ Awa’ at the \^’ar.” He was the son of John Thomson 
and Elizabeth Buru'^, daugliter of Robert Burns. He first 
started work as a handloom weaver, and ultimotely became 
head of <111 extensive and successful mill-furnishing buidness 
ill Olaflgow, He was well-known as a skilful musician and 
composer, and those wlio have had the pleasure of reading 
his poetry will say that he was not without sdme of the gifts 
which made his poet grandfather so famous. Robert Burns 
Thomson was said, when in his prime, to have been the 
“ counterfeit presentment ' of him whose name he bore. 
Nor was the resemblance only physical. , He possessed a 
measure of the same vigorous intellect, broad wit, and keen 
sense of independence. 

JAMES PAUL CBAWTORI), 

Whose career is narrated in our first volume, died in Glasgow 
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in 1887, * A iiiitive of Catrinc, Ayrshire, where he was born 
in 1825, he was a master tailor in Glasgow for many years, 
but for about five years previous to his death he held the post 
of registrar in the Govan parish. Mr Crawford, who was a 
man of superior genius and instincts, early identified himself 
with the temperance movement, and ha\ ing a ready salient 
for poetry, he^, gained considerable celebrity as a, temperance 
song- writer. His native humour was capital, and his power 
of literary portraiture graphic and real. His first published 
temperance, song, “ Bright Water f<»r Me,” was a very pro- 
mising forecast of his al)ility to shine iji that special sphere ; 
while the touching pathos of his second effort, “ The Drunk- 
ard^ Raggit Wean,” at once caught the public ear, and was 
sung everywhere with universal favour and acbniraiion. Mr 
Crawford was ajuan of many fine parts, and his little lyrics 
only represent one side of his versatile a* d gifted mind. 

ALEXANDKTl HAMILTON 

Was born in Glasgow in 1809, and died at Oban in January, 
1887. After spcjidiiig some time in a business warehouse, he 
went into training for the office of an infant school teacher, 
and ultimately lalroui'cil with much siuscess in tliis profession 
'ill G^iisgow, Brechin, and Alloa. His health breaking down, 
he entered tJie employment of the G1 isgow Gas Light (vo., in 
whose service he reniamcd for over twenty years, wlien he 
retired on an allo>vauee in his old ago. Se-voiMl of tlie pro- 
ducts of his muse appear in our seventh volume. 

, J. G. SMALL, 

The Rev. J. (t. Small, wlio was perhaps better known as a 
poet and hymii-wiiter than a pivaelier, died at Renfrrjvv in 
i\jbruary, 1888, He was borii in Kdinburgh in 1817, and his 
career is sketched in our fourth series. Ki’oin 1847 to 188.‘1 
(when he retired) he was minister of the Bree Chinch, Bervic;, 
Kincardineshire. He, however, continued to write for several 
magazines, and at tin* time of bis death w.is arranging for the 
Iiublieation of a work entitled “ Idio B.ittle of Langside and 
other Poems.” His best kmiwn work was a lengthy desiaip- 
tive poem on “ The Iliglilaiids of Seotlaiid." Several of our 
church h^rnii-books are enriched with sjieeiii'eiis of his muse, 
besides publishifig ijuite a lunnber of hymn books of his own, 
the *^best- known being “ Pvc found a Priend, oh! such a 
Friend.” 

" JAMES SMITH, 

Author of “ Wee .louky TXiidlesJ’ “ Buird Ailie,” a:nl 
numerous poems, ballads, and songs, as well as many 
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volumes of talcs of Scottish litc anti character^ died at Edin- 
burgh ill December, 18‘^7. rrom a sketch of his life in the 
first volume of tliis work, it vv'ill be 8t?eii that he was appren- 
ticed to the printing profession at the age of eleven. After 
“tramping” through England and Ireland, he ultimately 
occupied an important position in an Edinburgh publishing 
house. In I8f)9 he was appointed Librarian of the 
Mechanics^ Library, which office he held till h^ rtitired in bad 
health four years pre\ious to his death. In 1875 a number 
of liis friends and admirers —among the rest being Lord 
Llosobcry — presented Mr Stnilh with a purse oontaining 200 
sovereigns as a token of their “ admiration of his genius and 
character.” From an early period of his life he had cul- 
tivated the muses, and the first volume of his verses h? set 
up ill his leisure hours, and jirinted with Ids own hands. It 
was entitled “ Poems, Songs, and Uallads,”^nd mot with so 
much success that it w*as republished by Blackwood in 1869. 
That hook has reached a fourth edition. In not a fe^ of his 
poems there is a great depth of pathos, whiltj at other times, 
as ill his stories also, he indulgc.s in the bioadcst humour. 
For years Mr Smith had been largely employed &s a stefry- 
writer for newspapers, and his works of this kind achieved 
much popularity. Perhaps no man of tliis generation pi^ssessed 
a more tliorough knowledge of the Scjottish dialect than did 
Mr Smith, or could put it to more effective literary use. 

J. II. STODOART. 

Di'iJ. H. Stoddart, whose name was for many years associated 
witli the Ghif^fjow UenUdy diad at Lennox town in Aiiril, J888, 
at the age of fifty-six. In our second series it is shown 
that lie was boiii at Sanquhar in 18*12, atul in early life was 
engaged in commetcial pursuits in Edinburgh. He went to 
(llasgow ill 1860, and joined the Herald as assil^tant editor, 
until tlie retiieineiit of Professor Jack in 1862, when he 
became edittir. In 1887 he retired because of ill health. ' Upon 
his retirement he was entertained at a publiq, banquet, pre- 
sided over by the Lord Provost of Glasgow, and in 1882 his 
portrait was presented to him as a inai'k of the high respect 
ill M'luch he was held. Almost his last public ajipearance 
was at the great Burns demonstration at Kilmarnock, cele- 
brating and coinmeinoratiiig the XHiblicatiou' in that town of 
the first (edition of Bums' poems. He then delivered an 
eloquent and stirring address. Dr Stoddart’s poem, “ Village 
Life,” has secured wide popularity, and contains masiy pas- . 
sages giving evidence of keen obsciwation, depth of feeling, 
and great felicity of expression. Dr Stoddart was a man of 
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bi^h culture and genial and lovable character, and was 
greatly eateer^ied by the staff of the jounial which he so long 
ably conducted. Perliaps his last litcrarj^ work was the 
editing of a new edition of “ Oiitram’s Legal Lyrics,’^ to 
which he WTotc an interesting preface. The University of 
(Glasgow gracefully acknowledged Mr Stoddfirt’s journalistic 
and literary weii-k by conferring upon him the honorary degree 
of LL.D. 

I’ETER M‘NAUGHTON. 

On the first day of 1889 this remarkable Gaelic scholar, 
noticed in our fourth volume, passed away at Bailaneas, 
Gran^Jtully, I’erthshire. He had been for fifty-one years in 
business as a general merchant, and died at the ripe age of 
seventy -four. Mr Id‘Naughton was a man of wide culture 
and intense earuesstimss uf pui'posc. As a f iaelic scholar he bad 
feu’^ equals, and traiislatcd frmu that language into English 
Ossian’s ■poems, Dngal Buchanan’s xioons, and many others. 
He was also tlm aiithor oi numervuis spirited and thoughtful 
songs and poems, and liad the painter’s eye for nature, and 
described vividly, and with .i deep feeling of enthusiasm, 
historical and traditional events for which he cherished a 
warm veneration. ' 

DAVID MA0I.A11EN, 

Architect, Dundee, died in that city in December, 1887, 
having also been born there in 1847. Receiving his early 
training in his native place, he removed to Glasgow, where 
he obtained valuable experience in the erection of schools — 
an impetus having been given to siicli work about that time 
by the passing of the Educatij-n Act. Competitive plans 
having been asked for new seliools in Dundee, his were 
accepted, and he was snbseiiucntiy appointed architect to 
the School Board. Mr Maclarcn was recognised to be one of 
the ablest School Board ;u'cliitocts in Si:otland, and his plans 
of schools were so highly appreciated by the Education 
Department that they were cited as models. Any leisure 
moments he devoted to the reproduction of illuminated missals, 
an art in which he excelled. He also wiote occasional 
sketches, and a number of very pleasant vcises. It is to be 
regretted, howevq);’, that ho applied himself with so iniieh 
diligepee to all his pursuits — intellectual and professional — 
that he fell a victim t'l tjvoi work, and fully two years before 
his death^hc was oidiged tn retire from public life. 

. KOBEHT DEMMELL, 

A native of Irvine, was boim in 1821, and died in February, 
1887. In early days he was a suldier, and afterwards 
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clerk to a contractor. Many years ago, however, hg entered 
the railway service, in which he remained till the end of his 
life. We are told that to those who knew him and watched 
his career it was a painful y^t elevating sight to see the 
devoted man, weighted with years and bowed down with 
complicated disease and pain, moving slowly to and from his 
office, through cold, and rain, and wind. It took him nearly 
an hour to ^perform a journey which in his yjtive days he 
could overtake in less than fifteen minutes. Sut he nerved 
himself with soldier-like discipline to the task, and would not 
give in. His frequently expressed wish was “to die in 
hanies**,” and his prayer was all but fulfilled. Only a 
“ gloaming shot ” was granted to him to turn his face towards 
the heavenly rest. Mr (Temmell devoted much of his i^jf>are 
time to literature, and a selection of his verses has a place in 
our second volunie. He contributed both in, prose and verse 
to many of the religious magazines of the day, and his pub- 
lished works include — “Sketches from Life,’ “ Mont^^ue, a 
Drama, and other Poems,” “ The Deserter, and other Military 
Sketches,” .nnd “ The Village Beauty.” The last named was 
published within a year of his death, and was the (ffiild of his 
old age. 


JANET KELSO MUIR, AND MARION PAUL AIRD. ' , 

We group these worthy and gifted singers together 'from the 
fact that both had much m common in their style, both were 
natives of Glasgow, jmd both died in January 1888 within 
three weeks of each other, at Kilmaniock, where they 
had lived from their early childhood. Their career^ are 
sketched — Miss Muir in our second volume, and Miss Aird in 
our third. On reading the greater part of Miss Muir’s 
published poems, one feels, unconsciously, the savour of the 
strong element of personal piety that runs thfough them, 
thou^ in not a few there is to he found a genuine strain of 
Scotch pawky humour. Many of her songs were set to music, 
and a volume of her > erses issued from the. Paisley press, 
under the title of “Lyrics and Poems of Nature and Life,” 
attained a considerable and well-deserved measure of popu- 
larity. Miss Aird died in her seventy-third year. She ml 
perhaps he longest remembered as tlie writer of the beautiful 
hymn, “Had I the Wings of a Dove,” ai d which is so well 
known to Sabbath school children. Her published volumes 
are — “ The Home of my Heart ” and “ Heart Histories. ” She 
%a8 particularly happy in her new-year and kindred pieces 
for children, which she continued to write up to the time of 
her death. 
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JOH?i THOMSON, 

Noticed our sixth volume, died at bis residence, Rowilce, 
Hawick, in April, 1889. He was born at Over-Roxburgh, 
Kelso, 67 years ago. At the age of 30 he was licensed as a 
minister of the Church of Scotland, and in 1853 became assist- 
ant in Campsic, and afterwards in St John’s Parish, 01a8goM\ 
His next charge was Selkirk, but he only remained a short 
time there wh^n he removed to Hawick. Fully ^eight years 
ago he set to work to establish a new parish in the centre of 
the town, and by the valued assistance of his worthy help- 
mate, he succeeded in ei-ectiiig one of the prettiest and best 
appointed churches in the soutli of Scotland, and his own 
gifts afterwards drew together a large congregatif)n. Muqli 
beloved by all, he was specially quick to descry the needs of 
the suffering poor, and acted in no half-hearted way. Indeed, 
it is said, the allowance drawn from the church in name of 
stipend was regularly spent on charital le objects. He wrote 
several works relating to husbandry, the dwellings of the 
working classes, total abstinence, A'c., and, as will be seen 
by our sixth volume, he, during his busy life, also found time 
to write anuniber of stirring and thoughtful poems and soiigs^ 

WILLIAM REIT), 

•Author of “ Romance of Song,” “ The Hermit of Alva,” &c., 
died S.t Birkenhead in September 1888 He M’'aB the son of 
an Edinburgh surgeon, in which city he was born about 1830. 
The deceased poet gave early evidence of being endowed with 
a strong literary and poetical bent. Uis passion for books was 
intense, particularly history, poetry, and romance. By trade a 
portmanteau manufacturer, be was possessed of great energy and 
sound business capacity, but the restless activity of his strong 
literary spirit caused him at times tr> abandon his business for 
journalism. As journalism did nut prove a financial success, 
he set up in "business again successively in (llasgow, London, 
and Leeds, and in the latter town in the early summer of 
1888 start^ a short-lived literary weekly, 77n? Yorkshfre 
JkBvifiw. c Mr Reid frequently contributed prose and poetry t<j 
the Glasgow, Edinburgh, and Dundee press. He was an 
advocate of reform on advanced pnnciples, and was possessed 
of much natural oratorical ability. Hip poems, several of which 
are in our second series, are vigorous in thought, and breathe 
the spirit of the^lirue patriot and reformer. 

THOMAS WATTS, 

Who ia noticed in our third volume as “ The Broomhouse 
?oet,” (Duns), died within the last two years — the exact 
^te, however, We have not been able to learn. He was born 
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ill 1845, and was the eldest son of a soldier, who died 
and left a widow with nine children. During his apprentice- 
ship to the tailoring trade, he fostered a love of reading, 
and soon gave evidence of the possession of a gift 
of expressing his emotions in verse. While working in 
London, he contracted a cold, which rapidly developed 
into consumption. He returned to Brtwijjihouse, and 
put hiinself*^ under his mother's care. A loving mother 
can do much, but the hand of death was on the sweet 
singer, and he pasij^ed into the “ songless land,” in perfect 
peace and hopefulness. In 1880 Mr Watts published a 
volume of his collected poems under the expressive title of 
“ W’^oodland Echoes.” * 

But we are exhausting our space, and must now more briefly 
group together a few of those who have goneliome. One of 
our bards in the fifth series — John Inolis, shepherd, a native 
of Traquhair — died at EdinburgJi in August 1887. Hv was 
an energetic advocate of total abstinence, and wrote sex eral 
pamphlets on this subject. In 1806 he published a \y>lume of 
his poems. — William C. Camkkon, a poet of considerable 
gifts, as will be seen in our third series, died in Glasgow in 
Slay 1889. He was in his 67th year, and was born in 'Dum- 
barton Castle, where his father held the post of schoolmaster 
to the regiment. ** Willie ” was a shoemaker to trade, and 
for many years resided in Glasgow. His volume, “Light, 
Shade, and Toil,” which was edited by Dr Walter C. Smith, 
and published by the Messrs Maclehose in 1875, was a re- 
lufirkable success. Lady Gampbell was so much pleased with 
it that, on hjarning that the author was a working-man, she 
sent f<ir him, and rewarded his poetical genius in a munificent 
manner. She paid the whole expenses of the publication of 
the volume. James Chai’MAN, a poet of no ineaii order, as 
will be seen on a perusal c)f our sketch of his career in fourth 
series, died at Partick in January 1888. He was autlior of a 
volume of poems aiititlod “ Ecce Homo,*’ and was a fr/^quent 
contributor to several Scottish magazines and journals. 
OT'iginally a ploughmen, lie was, at the time of his death, 
a.ssistant sanitary inspector of the Burgh of Partick. — A noc's 
Eaiubairn, the well-known Scottish vocalist and lecturer, 
was described in our fourth series (1882) as Slaving <liod in 
America, where he rcsirled for a considerable number "of 
years. Our information was not correct, as vve learn from a 
New York paper that his death took place in 1887. He was 
a po<;t of nuieh fervour, and a man of varied gifts. In 1868 
he published a volume entitled “ Poems by Angus Fair bairn, 
tlie Scottish Singer.” — Edward Hebekton, a native of 
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Forfar, ^lierl at Kdirihurgh iu October, 1887. He was 
employed in the Sasiiie O&ce, and tliough naturally \ ery 
retiring, he took a keen interest iu national affairs, and fre- 
quently addressed the public .through the press. As will be 
seen by our seventh series, he was the author of many sweet 
poems. — Keith Robertson, a well-known Scottish journalist 
noticed in ninth series, met with his death from the effects of 
an accident ats Dundee in December, 1888. Though only 
twenty-one years of age, he was the author of two or 
three successful novels, and several popular sketches, 
sliort tales, < and a number of poems possessing consider- 
able merit. — Charles Philip Gibson, author of several 
poems in our ninth series, died suddenly in March, 

1 8S^ He had only been for a short time married, and was 
on a visit to some of his wife’s relatives at Congleton, Olies- 
shire, when he eji^pired after a few minutes* illness, A widely 
read man, Mr Gibson thought and observed carefully, and a 
fine poetic vein was diffused through his whole nature.-- 
John Taylor, noticed iu our fifth series, met his death under 
very painful circumstances in September, 1887. He left 
Scotland f^)r Hoston in 1842, and ultimately made his home 
at Mount Pleasant, Tol. Co., California, One of the news- 
j)apers„t(i which he was a frejjuent contributor, in a long 
sketch of his career, spoke of his valued labours for the pros- 
perity of tile comitry, his genuine integrity, and his high toned 
poetical efforts. He went from home one day for the purpose 
of hauling in a load of wood. Not returning iu due time, a 
search party went out, and found the cart upside down in a 
gulch, and beneath the load the dead body of Mr Taylor.”— 
In our tenth scries we sketched the career of J am ks Thomson, 
who died at Hawick sometime within the last two years. 
He was a native of llowden, Roxburghshire, but had passed 
the last .thirty years of his life iu the Border burgh. He was 
in his sixty-first year, and the two volumes pf verse that he 
published had a ready sale.— William Wallace, Glasgow — 
styled “one of Scotland’s sweetest poets,” — also died recently. 
He has ^ place*in our seventh series, and his memory is loved 
and cherished by many. 

We may have failed to record the death of others, owing 
solely to want of information. Our record would be incom- 
plete hi other rcApects, were we to overlook the fact that, 
sinc^'we sketched in riur third series the sad story of 
the life of Lady Flora Hastings, there has been erected 
in tile 4>id Loudoun burying ground a monument to her 
niemory. A little volume of poetry bore the impress of 
her piety and genius, and the erection and endowment of the 
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school at Newmilus with, it is s-iid, the remains of her 
fortune, were tlie only mementoes till now of the death of the 
daughter of the “ Hastings.*' 

It is proper also to refer here to the death of Mi 
1)aV[i> M. Main, bookseller and publisher, Glasgow, which 
took place in January, 1888, in his forty -second year. He 
was a native of Donne, Perthshire, and when quite a young 
man he went to (Glasgow to enter on a business career. 
Literature, however, had always a stronger attraction for him 
than business, and ho quitted the counting house in order to 
Hnish the work on which ho was then engaged, and which lay 
very close to his heai’t— “ The Treasury of Kiiglish Sonnets ” 
- -a book of great value, showing Ids wide and thoiough 
acquaintaiKjc with English literature, as well as his exquisite 
taste. About eighteeu months' previous to his death, failing 
health —the result, no doubt, at first, of his intense applica- 
tion to his literary work — compelled him to give up all active 
employ men t. He was well known and esteemed in' aitistic 
ami literary circles. 


Before closing we have simply to add that the next 
volume —the thirteenth, which we hope to have read^ before 
Christinas, 1890 -will be our last. We will then have an 
opportunity of thanking all our friends, at home and abroad, 
for their eucourageuient, and paileiwt * — which must be almost 
ovcrtaxe<l. The volume will have several special attractions. 
In addition to the sketches ot, and selections from, the 
poetry ot many writers of merit, who have been “ crushed 
out *’ of the present, it will contain a lengthy paper on our 
experienceh during these ten ye.irs, aiiil on Scottish poets and 
poetry at the present day ; also a selection of fugitive, un- 
claimed which it is well to preserve in such a work. 

AVe are als'>, with the assistance of two well known literary 
gentlemen, aiTiUiging to prepare certain features that will 
add to its general interest and increase its value and useful- 
ness for [)UJ'poses of reference— viz. , the thorough indexing of 
tile whoh* work —giving, in a compact form, the names of the 
poets, the ^counties in which they "were born, their trades, 
professions, &e., all alphabetically arranged; also, in the 
same niaiiner, the titles of poems, songs, nnd Hrst lines. By 
this means any person by oiw reference to tlie index cou'nl; if 
he knew either tJie title or first line of any piece, see at 
onoe if it was in the work. ^ 

D. H. Edwards.' 

Adoertim' Office, 

Brkohin, Nooernberf 
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EEV. W. R ROBERTSON, D.D. 

over ‘twenty-five years ^he late Rev. Dr. 
^ Robertson was esteemed the poet-preacher of 
the United Presbyterian Church, and one of the most 
popular preachers and lecturers in the United King- 
dom. His fame was not local, or even confined to 
Scotland — in London, Oxford, Liverpool, and elsewhere 
in England his name could draw large audiences. 

Dr. Robertson was born at Greenhill, five miles 
from Stirling. . He was the son of John Robertson, 
factor on the Plean and Auchinbuwie estates, and one 
of fiye sons devoted to the ministry of the United 
Secession Church, the Hall of which he entered in 
1837. He afterwards took a winter session at Halle, 
and a summer session at llerlin, where ho associated 
with Tholuck, Neander, and Von Schelliug. His 
studies completed, he was licensed in March, 1813, 
was called in August of the same year to the Church 
in Cotton Row, Irvine, and ordained pastor of that 
Church on 26th December following. He quickly 
made a name as a preacher, and his genius brought to 
him the warm friendship of most of the literary men 
of the day. He maintained intimate relations with De 
Quincey, Dr John Brown, the genial author of “Rab 
and his Friends,” Sheriff Logan, Dr. William Anderson, 
the Rev. Georire Gilfillan, Dr. Blaikie, &c., &c. 




18 


AlODBRN fiCOTTISH POfiit’fci. 


In Irvine, Dr. Robertson had a prosperous ministry. 
He was offered a change to Edinburgh, and was 
twdce called to Glasgow ; but he preferred to re- 
main with the people of his first charge. In 1869, 
his Alma Mater, the Sepatus of Glasgow University, 
conferred f upon him the well-merited henour of the 
degree of D.D. Trinity Church, one of the most 
beautiful in Ayrshire, was built for him in 1862-63, and 
there he continued to minister until 1871, when long 
continuous labour broke down his health so severely 
that he never afterwards resumed the duties of^ his 
office. He spent several years in Italy, and on his 
return occasionally undertook a service in his old 
pulpit, and for friends on special occasions. •These 
appearances were al)vays marked by his old vigour 
and wonderful pictorial effect. During the spring, of 
1886 he was not quite so well as he had been, and for 
a time was confined to his home, Whitefield Ilouse,. 
near West Calder — an old mansion, it might be noted, 
which he had fitted up in his own peculiar taste, to 
which he had transferred his books, jand where, says 
Dr Ker, he invited, or rather carried, his friends, and 
made of it for days, and too much also for nigl^ts, a 
Tusculimj for varied argument and discourse on “ the 
true, the beautiful, and the good.” A fatal termination 
was not expected, and for a change merely, and to be 
with his sister, he removed to Bridge of Allan. Even in 
April he wrote to a friend hopefully. He was going 
up to Summer, he said ; but the hope was net to be 
realized, and there, after alternations of hope and fear 
on the part of his friends, on a Sabbath afternoon — 
27th June, 1886, in the sixty-fifth year of his age — 
he fell asleep. He lies among his kindred at St 
N inlands, near to his birthplace and to the church 
where he sat as a boy. • 

The Spectator recently, in an article reviewing 
“ Scottish Nationality and other Papers,” by the 
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late itev. John Ker, D.D., said — “ The two final 
papers in the volume are graceful obituary papers 
on Scotch clergymen with whom Dr. Ker was inti- 
mate — the well-known Dr. Gulhrie, and the less 
known, but not less able, and (in certain respects) 
more cultivated Dr Robertson of Irvine.”* In the 
course of the article referred to, Dr Ker says — “ His 
mind had the rich, rare sparkle which made common 
things uncommon, and set the old in new and varied 
lighte — a sparkle that had much more than wit and 
fancy in it, though these were present in profusion, 
but that had the higher vein of imagination which sees 
into inner likenesses and far-off bat true analogies. 
With the natural recoil which belongs to such minds, 
and w-hich was very marked in him, there would come 
the* tranisrttion from the clear, dry intelligence to the 
moist, many-coloured play of humour, which reminded 
one, in* its quick touches and turns, of the skimming 
flight and sudden dip of the swallow from air to water. 
His pictures of incidents, not so much read as witnessed 
by him; his quaint anecdotes, not of the kind that 
come down like heirlooms, but the product of his own 
experiences ; the unflagging flow of spirit with which 
he passed from theme to theme, made his friends apply 
to him the title the Germans fondly gave to Jean Paul 
Richter — def Mtmge — ‘the man apart and by himself.’ 
His humour was at the farthest remove from bitterness, 
and his g)ortivenes8 was not only free from irreverence, 
but led oy aii easy change of mood to what was best 
and highest — the dip of the wing, as at Rethesda, had 
healing and life. Some exquisite little lyrics, which 
have appeared m periodicals, or passed from hand to 
hand«among his friends, and have been by them caught 
and treasured, give some glimpses of his gifts. But 
they ard only glimpses ; they are too few, and want 
the soar and sweep, the ease and affluence, the march 
and energy, which belonged to the prose poems of the 
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preacher and lecturer, and which made him stand out 
confessedly a man of genius. Again and again he 
was pressed by his friends to put some of these utter- 
ances into permanent shape, but in vain. He escaped 
the pressure by some alert turn that put him out of 
reach.” ‘ 

Rev. Dr Parker, lately, when addressing the students 
in Edinburgh, and while giving some interesting 
reminiscences of distinguished Scottish preachers he 
had known, said — “ The saintly qualities of Robe|;tson 
of Irvine could not be put on paper. His lips were 
silent music, his voice a psalm, and his look inspira- 
tion. Lead him to discourse of the painted Christs of 
history, and his face became enlarged and illumined. 
He loved Christ in art, life, service, and death.*’ His 
style was his own, and the poetical cast of hi& thought, 
his dramatic power, attitude, and eye kept immense 
audiences spell-bound. 

The late Professor Graham, who classed Di:. R6bert- 
son with Principal Cairns and Dr. Ker as the three 
greatest preachers of the U.P. Church, described the 
effect produced .on the mind of the hearer as that of “the 
influence of words, full of music and picture, brea^.hing 
and beautifying subtlest thought.” Mr Arthur Guthrie, 
publisher, Ardrossan, to whom we are mainly indebted 
fur these details, in a series of able articles, entitled 
“ Memorials of Trinity Church,” says ; — “ Like other 
poets, he delighted in things abstract and inanimate. 
With him ‘Navigation lays her Land upbn the tossing 
manes of the steeds of ocean, and puts the bridle of the 
compass in their foaming mouths ; * — ‘ Wealth gathers 
in his treasures, and never thinks of Hjm who, though 
he was rich, for our sakes became poor; --‘Beauty >yalks 
across her pleasure halls, flattered, admired, beloved 
by all, and with her face shining, never once thinks of . 
Him whose face was more marred than any man’s ; ” — 

‘ Holy Grief sits bemoaning her dead, till He who is 
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the resurrection and the life comes to her and says to 
her — ‘ Weep not,* and bids her dead arise.* — ‘ Weeping 
Rachels had their thoughts drawn heavenwards as 
they heard in fancy, the little voices of their infants 
ringing overhead in the songs of paradise.' " Another 
writer says “ Endowed from his birth with a deeply 
sympathetic nature, every really earnest religious move- 
ment in hist own day has found an echo in the sanctuary 
of his heart. The good, the beautiful, the true, in 
religion, philosophy, or poetry, needed no letter of 
commendation to certify its orthodoxy to him. Loyal 
to the truth which he possessed, the gates of his heart 
were not closed to the stranger, or e .en the cast-away 
of other sects. Dissent, or open denial, was to him, 
in those days, matter more for sorrow than anger.” 
“ He wa» by common consent placed in the front rank 
of pulpit orators at a time when Glasgow and the west 
of Scotland could boast of such eminent preachers as 
Robson, . King, Anderson, M ‘Farlane, Edmond, Ker, 
Wardlaw, Eadie, Macdougall, and others. It was 
something new -in these days to have the fine arts — 
architecture, music, painting, and poetry consecrated 
to the service of the sanctuary, and made to minister 
through the imagination to the worship of God ; and 
to have Divine truth unfolded and enforced by illustra- 
tions borrowed, with a poet's insight, from legendary 
and mythical lore, the phenomena of nature, men s 
lives, and the varied passions which influence human 
action.”’ • 

Dr. Robertson was first a preacher, but his thought 
was largely expressed in rhythmical form. He would, 
when rising to /he height of his argument, and impas- 
sionnd,. unconsciously give a whole passage in blank 
verse, and then his voice would rise and fall with the 
measui^ of the line. From extreme sensitiveness, as 
we have seen, he resisted all requests to allow his 
poetical productions to be collected into a volume; but 
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such as found their way into newspapers and magazines 
may fairly claim a place amongst the sweetest sacred 
lyrics in the language. Most of them may be 
classed as text hymns, for they appear to have been 
suggested by pulpit themes. They are lyrical in form; 
simple, with a fine Teutonic ring — yet thirough symbol 
touching the deepest feelings and needs of the human 
heart. I'he Bur which appears in the Presby- 
terian Hymn Book, is his translation from the Latin ; 
and he has also made translations from the German, 
the Rornansch, and the Sanscrit. His consolation 
hymns are those best known; and as bereavement and 
sonow are ever with us they are reproduced here as 
those of his poems which will always be prized, because 
of the comfort they are calculated to give to wounded 
hearts. 


THE CHILD’S ANGEL. 

Elder sister, elder brother, 

Come and go around the mother, 

As she bids them come and go ; ' 
But the babe in her embrace 
Rests and gazes on her face. 

And is most happy so. 

Dropping from her lips and eyes. 

Soft and hidden harmonies 
Steal into her infant’s heart : 
Mirror’d in clear depths below. 
Gleams of mystic beauty flow, 

And fix, and ne’er depart. 

Christ, our Lord, in His evangel, 
Tells us how the young child's angel, 
In the world of heavenly rest, 

Gazes in enraptured trance 
On His Father’s countenance. 

And is supremely blest. 

Other angels come and go. 

As the Lord will, to and fro ; 

Some to earth, on missions fleet, 
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Some stand Ringing?, some are winging 
Their swift flight, and homeward bringing 
The saved to Jesus* feet. 

Angel hosts all mingling, changing, 

Circle above circle ranging, 

IM^rshalling, throng God's holy place : , 
But the children's angels, dearest 
To the Father's heart, come nearest, — 
,They always see His face. 

And oh I if earthly beauty, beaming 
From frail mother's face, rush streaming 
Deep into her infant's heart, — 

What rare beauty must theirs be. 
Heavenly God, who gaze on Thee, 

Who see Thee as Thou art 1 


THE DEPARTED NIGH. 


D^arted, say we f is it 
Departed or Come Nigh t 
Dear friends in Christ more visit 
Than leave ns when they die. 
Whaf> thin vail still may bide them I 
Some little sickness rends. 

And, lo ! we stand beside them ; 

Are they departed friends ? 

Their dews on Zion mountain 
• Our Hermon hills bedew ; 

Their river from the Fountain 
Flows down to meet us, too. 

The oil on the head, and under, 
Down to the skirts hath run ; 

And though we seem asunder. 

We still in Christ are one. 


The j;Bany tides of ocean 
Are one vast tidal wave, 

That sweeps, in landward motion. 
Alike to coast and cave ; 

And Life, from Christ outflowing, 
Is one wave evermore. 

To earth's dark caverns going. 

Or heaven's bright pearly shore. 
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Hail, perfected immortals 1 
Even now we bid you bail I 
We at the blood-stained portals, 

And ye within the vail I 
The thin cloud-vail between us 
Is mere disaolvinf^ breath. 

One heavens surround, and screen us ; 
And where art thou, — O Death ? * 


•‘TALITHA CUMI.” 


Maiden to thy twelfth year come — 

I had read a Scripture story, 

Of a damsel cold and dumb, 

Wakened by the Lord of Glory ; 

And it seemed to me He s^oke. 

And His living; word thrilled through me. 
Till in me new life awoke 
When he said, ** Talitha Cnmi.” 

I had to my chamber gone, 

Eyes all swoll’n and red with weeping ; . 
For my heart was like a stone. 

And my life a dream in sleeping. 

Jesus in my chamber stood, 

Jesus stretched his hands out to me — 
Hands all pierced, and dropping blood ! 
And he said, “Talitha Oumi.” 


Friends and neighbours gathered in. 
Made no small ado, and weeping : 

Dead I was ; yes, dead in sin ; 

Dead ; but I was only sleeping. 

For Thy word upraised me. Lord, 

Freed from the disease that slew mb ; 

And to pious friends restored. 

Crowned with Thy “ Talitha Oumi.” 

Now with lamp I watch and wait < 

For 1 ^ Lora's returninpr to me ; 

Should 1 slumber when 'tis late. 

Let that word rouse and renew me ; 

And when long laid in the tomb, 

Long forgot by all who knew me. 

Thou wilt not forget to come 

With Thy sweet “Talitha Cumi.” 
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THE BRUISED REED. 


When evening choirs the praises hymn’d 
In Zion’s courts of old, 

The High Priest walk’d his rounds, and trimin’d 
Thesahining lamps of gold ; 

And if, perchance, some flame burned low, * 
With fresh oil vainly drenched. 

He cleansed it from its socket, so 
The smoking Bax was quench’d. 


But Thou who walkest. Priest Most High, 
Thy golden lamps among. 

What things are weak, and near to die. 
Thou makest fresh and strong : 

Thou breathest on the trembling spark, 

* That else must soon expire, 

And swift it shoots up through the dark, 
^ brilliant spear of fire ! 


> , The shepherd that to stream and shade. 
Withdrew his fiock at noon. 

On reedy stop, soft music made. 

In many a pastoral tune ; 

And if, perchance, the reed were crush’d. 
It couldf not more he used — 

Its mellow music, marr’d and hush’d. 

He brake it when so bruised. 


But Thou, Good Shepherd, who dost feed 
T|;»y flock in pastures green. 

Thou dost not break the bruised reed 
That sorely crushed hath been : — 

The heart that dumb in anguish lies, 

• Or yields but notes of woe. 

Thou dost retune to harmonies 
More rich than angels know ! 


Lord, oppe my love was all ablaze, 
But now it burns so dim ; 

My life was praise, but now my days 
Make a poor broken hymn. 

• Yet ne’er by Thee am' I forgot. 

But help’d in detest need ; 

The smoking flax Tnon quenchest not. 
Nor break'st the bruised reed. 
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DIES TRAB. 

Day of anger, all arresting. 

Heaven and earth in fire-shrocid vesting, 
Seer and Psalmist both attesting. 

What distress man’s heart is rendingi 
'When, behold ! the Judge descending. 

Trial strict o’er all impending ! 

Rolls the trumpet's shattering thunder. 
Rends the realm of tombs asunder, 

Driving all the great throne under. 

Death, with nature, agonizes. 

All creation, startled, rises. 

Summoned to the dread assizes. 

Opened Book, all eyes engages, 

Bearing record of all ages. 

Blazoned on its burning pages ; 

Whence the Judge strict doom is dealing. 
Every hidden thought revealing. 

None escaping, none appealing. 

Whnt shall I for answer render f 
Whom imi)lore for my defender? ' 

When the just’s own hope is slender. 

King of majesty tremendous. 

Who dost freely grace extend us. 

Fount of pity, succour send us. 

Jesus, call to mind how knowing 
My sad journey caused Thy going. 

So come, that day mercy showing. 

r < 

Faint, Thou seeking me hast hasted. 

For me, on the cross death tasted ; 

Shall such anguish all be wasted ? 

Righteous Judge ! Thy terrors shake me, 
Lest, when Thou from death shalt wake me. 
Death more dreadful overtake me. 

Spare me ! to my^ doom assenting. 

Spare me ! sin with shame lamenting ; 

Thou, Dod, sparest souls repenting. 



ROBERT BKNNBTT. 


27 


• Thon foTgfav’Rt the woman cryinp, 
Heardst the robber’s prayer in dying, 

So to me too hope supplying. 

Worthless all my tears and turning. 

Yet, these in Thy grace, not spurning, 
Save me from the endless burning. 

• 

With Thy chosen sheep beside me, 

From the goats, great Judge, divide me, 
On Thy right a place provide me. 

From the doomed to bitter sadness, 
Driven by scorching flames to madness. 
Call me with the blest to gladness. 

Lowly kneeling, prostrate cryinr 
Contrite heart in ashes lying. 

Lord, forsake me not when dying. 

Breaks that day, that day of weeping, 
*WakeB the dead in ashes sleeping, 
Mournful tryst to judgment keeping. 

God be merciful to them ! 

•Jesus ! Lord, slow to condemn. 

Grant us blessed requiem ! Amen. 


ROBERT BENNETT, 

a UTHOR of a handsome and beautifully illustrated 
volume of “ Poems and Prose,” (Glasgow : 
William- Sinclair, 1888), was bom at Linlithgow in 
1855. His father, Alexander Bennett, was a pattern 
designer, who, with his family, removed to Rutherglen 
a year after the birth of Robert. The latter received 
a fair elementary education, with a “smattering” of 
Latin, under ' the efficient tutorship of Mr Colquhoun. 
.Mr Benpett went to the wholesale drapery trade at the 
agfe of twelve, and eight years later he began business 
for himself. His ccdling is of such a nature as to 
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afford him many a ramble on foot from town* to town, 
with a fair amount of leisure for literary and poetic 
pursuits. He has contributed at intervals, both in 
prose and verse, to the Glasgow Weekly Uerald, and 
the Mail^ also the Rutherglen Reformer^ and the Sunday 
School Mgga%ine — one of his poems in th^ latter having 
been quoted by an American publication and honoured 
with an illustration. While his descriptive verse is 
bold and spirited, he can also touch with true feeling 
and tenderness the chord of pathos, and his reflective 
verse shows that he is imbued with an intelligent love 
of nature, and is highly imaginative. His songs evince 
the sincerity and the simplicity of the true poet, and 
they are ever sweet, melodious, and well-sustained. 

TIHE AULD MILL WHEEL. 

Oh ! mooy a sang the brimming heart 

Has moved the faltering lips to sing 

Mid scenes preserved while the loves depart * 

That made them worth the remembering ; 

And thochts <»wre tieep for words to reveal 
Are felt at the sicht o’ the auld mill wheel. 

By it I hae lingered wi’ heart fu’ licht. 

And Bangs o’ love to its music set ; 

When gloamin’ wedde<1 the day to nioht 
My Jeanie and 1 in its shadow met. 

And as near to joy as twa can feel 

Were we, when we wooed by the auld mill wheel. 

Blit years hae fled, and the stream still flows, 

But it idly hings frae the auld mill wa', 

And nocht can disturb its quiet repose, 

Though the water’s high and lood win’s blaw. 

They wha hae rest, deserve it weel, 

That hae served their days like the aul^ mill wheel 

The force that moved it to wark and sang 
Would crush it noo in its weak auld age ; 

And sae the waters in peace may gang 
And leave it its weel won hermitage. 

May auld age never in vain appeal 

For the reverence due to the auld mill wheel. 
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But sadder’s my heart as 1 view its wreck, 
Than if a* my grief for its sake had been ; 
Nae will o’ mine can the hot tears check 
That memories force to misty een. 

For the heart o' my Jeannie that beat sae leal 
Is as silent non as the auld mill wheel. 


, A MOTHER’S SONG. 


Come my bairnie to my knee, 
Drenching winds, wi* deaf'ning rattle, 
Drive iji gusts across the lea, 

Like the leaden shower o* battle. 
Come and cuddle in to me, 

Dark's the nicht and hairnie's weary, 
Noo the gowan shuts its e’e. 

And the stamie lichts its leerie. 


Tired wi’ paidlin' in the burn. 

Sleep wul mak’ you blithe’s a fairy. 
Fresh you’ll wauken in the morn 
When the birds are piping merry. 
Tho’ the burn may sport and leap 
Owre the moor sae wild and dreary, 
Wi’ the gowans bairns maun slee^ 
When the starnie lichts its leerie. 


Tae your mither’s bosom creep, 
Naething there can harm you ever. 
Like a lily rocked asleep 
On the bosom o’ the river. 

We like thee are bairnies tae, 

T^pugh made ii{) o’ sterner mettle. 
Aft in climbling Life’s steep brae. 
Trying cares oor minds unsettle. 


But if we wi* trustfu* grace. 

To Rim cling, as to a mither 
Clings the bairns wi’ beaming face, 
Nooht We meet our hopes shall wither. 
Noo my bairnie on my knee 
Sleeps as soiin’s a humming peerie. 

Till the gowan ope’s its e’e. 

And the starnie hides its leerie. 
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THE TRUTH. SEEKER. 

The earth had grown leR» lovely since man’s doubt, 
Like vapour dark, had chequered life’s fair scene ; 
The world, with man within and God shut out, 
Was not what it had been. 


Thosesdoiibts but filled me with a trembling hope, 

Bom of a faith unsullied and sincere. 

That I might, on some lonely mountain top, 

A voice of solace hear. 

And I have climbed since then, through wind and wet, 
The mountains slippery path, from day to day, * 

Till nought but clouds above me hung, but yet 
No message crossed my way. % 

Only the scream of lone bird towards its nest ^ 
Winging with storm-nursed strength its upward way. 
Firm ’gainst the wind that set its valiant areas t. 
Impatient of delay. 

Its eerie voice blent with the torrent’s cry — 

Down foaming, fierce, with many a giddy leap, 

Like guilty thing that from itself would fly ; 

Scarce pace with self could keep. 

No sound I heard had aught of comfort in’t ; 

The drear wind o’er me sighed, with hiting breath, 

The dark hills, dwarfed beneath, with not a tint. 
Seemed but the tombs of Death. 

The cold see stretched its melancholy grey, 

And as 1 rose, it widened its bleak span ; 

And gloom was in the valley — not a ray 
Revealed the place of man. 

Twas then in me a censuring voice arose — 

To seek God thus was from him to remove ; • 

If he be found, ’twill surely he with those 
Held dearest by his love. 

Not on the lonely mountain’s lofty crest 
Is God so lovely and his voice so near. 

As where he is obeyed, and man is blest 
With plenty all the year. 

Obeyed by him who at day's solemn close 
Uis daily bread with suffering ones will ehare ; 

As well by him, who, thankful for repose, 

Kneels down in silent prayer. 
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Let wise men build their doubts with cunning art, 
And confident in reason, dread no fall ; 

But he who leans on God, with childlike heart. 
Stands firmer than them all. 


THE' OLD WEAVER’S SONG. 

A’e autumn nicht, when frae the fields 
The herds were driving hame the kye, 
And the sun, generous at his end, 

Had spread his grandeur owre the sky, 

I chanced to spy fast by his door 

An ancient man wi’ snaw white hair, 
Wha sang these words wi’ falt’ring lips. 
Set to a slow and mournful air : — 

** Of scobs and flaws life’s wab is fn’, 
Imiierfeot is oor wark at best, 

And life’s swift, fate>driveD shuttle flies. 
For gtiid or ill it’s ne'er at rest. 

The deeds o' youth, owre fast to think. 
Done heedlessly are past reca’. 

And for these fauts, when ends my wab, 
On my ain heid maun judgment fa’. 

** 1 ken its drawing near its end, 

And feel the nhuttle slack’ning noo ; 

The threads o’ life are nearly spent, 

And o' unchanging sober hue. 

I hae nae wish to langer leeve 

But just to balance byegane deeds, 

AIm that guid resolves but come 
When we hae almost spent oor threads. 

** When my great Judge Life’s wab unrolls, 
And> a* iiiy fauts crood to his e’e, 

I fear nae punishment he’ll send 
Could be owre hard or cruel for me. 

Ob ! would that I could calmly think 
Repentance a’ these fauts owrespau — 
God mayna be sae hard a judge 
As man unto his fellow-man.” 

Hope kindled in his licht spent e’e, 

And greater seemed his comfort then — 
To think a faultless Judge would be 
Aiair merciful than faulty men. 
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THE MISER. 

A shivering, shuffling form has he. 

And feet that move with nibbling pace, 

As if he grudged the energy 
That bears him on from place to place. 

# Grim want from him so much hath snatched. 
The grave would scarce the rest demand ; 

But Death and he were nobly matched 
To go together hand in hand. 

His withered hand, so long and spare, 

He clasps with nervous, anxious clutch. 

As if he thought the very air 
Would yield some bounty to hi^ touch. 

His Cold grey eye lights wildly up 

At sight of some expected prize, • 

As when Spring’s first bright buttercup 
Awakens joy in childhood's eyes. 

Earth’s living joys are naught to him 
Since they add nothing to his store ; 

The bright flower, sparkling at the brim. 
With careless foot be passes o'er. 

His faculty for joy is dead. 

His sense corrupted with his dross. 

The gold that turns his heart to lead 
He gathers only to his loss. 

They that thus make a god of gold 
Shall share the fate of that they trust ; 

All that is theirs the grave shall hold, ^ 

Their being sure shall end in dust. 


JAMES LOGIE HERCUS. 


Touring the present year ( 1888 ) a very interesting 
little volume, entitled “ Songs of the Borderland . 


and other Verses, was published by Messrs J. & J. fl. 
Rutherford, Kelso, and Messrs William Peace & Sou, 
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Kirkwall. • The poet was James L. Hercus, and Mr W. 
A. Clouston, editor of “Arabian Poetry for English 
Readers,” <kc., edited the volume and contributed an 
appreciative preface, in which he gives a few particulars 
of the career of the poet. The work is dedicated to 
David Ross, Es^., LL.D., principaL Church of Scotland 
Training College, Glasgow. Mr Hercus was Hborn at 
Kirkwall, Orkney, in 1847, and was educated at the 
Grammar School there. He afterwards went South, 
and was occupied in comniercial pursuits in Edinburgh 
and latterly in Glasgow, where he died in 1885, at the 
“fatal age,” which saw the death of Burns, Byron, and 
many other lesw noted singers. The accomplished 
editor of the posthumous selection says -“Mr Hercus 
was content to sing, in humble but pleasing strains, 
the praises of the Scottish Borderland, already so 
famed in jfong and story; and occasionally to give 
expression in verse (which, if not always faultless in 
construction, is never without ‘ the stamp and clear 
impression* of good sense *) to his reflections on a num- 
ber of subjects which are of universal interest to 
humanity. He decidedly possessed much of the true 
poet^s appreciation of the charms of Nature.” Many 
of his "pieces evince a “ pleasing melancholy,” while 
others have an invigorating swing, and are full of 
martial fire and patriotic fervour. His productions, 
altogether, aVe above mediocrity, and the author is 
entitled to remembrance as one of our gifted hards. 
He has left behind him several poems that savour not 
a little of the Sescriptive powers of the front rank of 
our minor poets. ^ 

AVLO BETTY MaoCLOOT. 

Nae paper we ha’e in our village sae sma*, 

Aifd feint a bit foreign news hear we ava’ ; 

But scandaJ’s aye rife, and we get it in plenty, 

And t0 the stna’ news o’ the country-side gentry : 

.There’s naething can happen f t miles round about. 

But ooiues tae the lugs o’ auld Betty IVfucOloot. 
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Auld Betty MaoCloot, she keeps a wee shop — 

Sells needles and thread, and whiles ginger-^op. 

And worsted and bobbins, tobacco and snuii, 

And mutches and ribbons, and a’ kinds o' stuff — 

For whatever ye want, frae a preen tae a suit. 

Ye’ll get in the shop o’ auld Betty MacCloot. 

Lang /ohnnie the blacksmith got fou at the*inn, 

And kicked up a racket, and knocked the door in, 

So, for this bit pleasure, and drucken diversion. 

They pulled up poor Johnnie before the kirk-session — 
But they’d ne’er heard the scandal, I ha’e iiae a doot. 

Had it no been the lang tongue o’ Betty MacCloot. 

r 

Putr Willie the cadger made free wi’ a hare 
He fund at the hedge-ruit, held fast in a snare ; 

But Justices' justice, that never can fail. 

Just trotted the cadger aff sax months tae jail — 

For the matter was brought ’neath the bobbie's lang snout 
By the ill-scrapit tongue o’ auld Betty MacCloot. 

t { 

Oh, oor cobbler he's cantie, and oor cobbler he’s fine. 

And while'< aff a saumon oor cobbler he'll dine, 

For he’ll cleek them like winkin’ frae oot the bit bufirn, 
Then aff like a shot ere a watcher can turn — 

But his tricks and his trips they a’ hae come oot, ‘ 

And they’re tell’t tae her cronies by Betty MacCloot. 

But the tongue o’ oor village set scandal on edge 
When the Elder was fund at the back o’ a’ hedge c 
As hlin' as h howlet, and drunk as a son, 

And grnmphiiig and grunting like <»ny auld coo — 

I'hough folks sai<l the scandal, they had na a doot. 

Was brewed in the shop o' auld Betty MacCloo^t. 

When Mrs MacWhirter cuist oot on the stair, 

Ca’d her neehor a leer, and rugged at her hair, 

In a’ oor siua’ village, frae morning to night, ‘ 

Ye heanl nae :ie word but the news o’ the fight— 

But the matter began, oh, I hae na a doot. 

By that ill-speaking body, auld Betty MacCloot. 

« 

Auld Neddy the oairter’s a drucken auld. sot. 

And wi’ whisky his wame is filled up like a pot ; 

And ilka bit mat kit Ned never is sober, 

Frae the lang days o* June to the month n’ October- 
Biit, though drucken and careless, I ha’e na a doot. 

His lauts are weel riddled by Betty MacCloot. 
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There's feint a twa dog's can fight on the street. 

Op show a dog’s pleasure like dogs when they meet. 

But Betty, the merchant, must ken it, ye see. 

And tell’t a' ower a guid cup o’ tea — 

Wi* mony perversions, I ha’e na a doot, 

For it’s just in the style o’ auld Betty MacCloot. 

Through hef horn-rimin’d glesses she glowers a* tlte while, 
Tak’ ma word, she could maist see a midge at a mile, 

Smell a scandal a’maist at a hunner mile aff, 

And tell’t ower wi’ a wink and a laugh— 

She a wonderfu’ body, F ha ’e na a doot, 

And a deevil for scandal, auld Betty MacCloot 1 

A SERMON WITHOUT A TEXT. 

Oh, I love at eve to ramble, when the moon shines o’er the hill, 
Adown the quiet iiieuclow, and p.ist the village mill ; 

For ’tis pleasant in the evening, when the jiioon shines through 
the pines, 

To dkll baclf familiar faces, and to muse on former times. 

To quit this life of bustle, with its worries and its jars, 

^ud wal|jc along at evening, beneath the twinkling stars, 

• 

Time— Time is ever present, hut the past is ever dead ; 

Still there lives in Memory visions of that past for ever fled : 

Of joys that have departed, that we fain wotild woo again ; 

Or, perchance, some sad misfortune only pondered oVi witli pain, 
Which we fain would wish forgotten in tlie long relapse of years ; 
Yet ’tis borne on Memory’s pinions to awake again our tears. 

Like the breakers of the ocean when they dash upon the slnrre, 
And return to mother ocean, to break forth again with roar — 

So the good deieds of the preseul, leceding from time’s straoil, 
Shall come forth in future ages in forms sublime and grand. 

For, believe me, Christian brother, 'tis not glory or- renown 
Shall win the life eternal, or the saint’s immortal crown. 

• • 

Ganst thou tell me, follow mortal, when the miser comes to die. 

If his ears shall not be ringing with the Imngry orphan’s cry—’ 
The widow and the boineless that he turned out in the cold, 

For the sake of making richer, for his greed of getting gold ? 

Ah ! surely consciehce haunts him, ’tis the worm that never dies; 
But Ms gold will weigh as nothing ’gainst the nobler, holier prize. 

J)own tha beaten track of memory, down the corridor of Time, 
Engraven as on lasting brass, all generous actions shine, 

A light to lead the pilgrim and the weary wanderer on. 

And to make him feel the better for one Christian action clone 
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Then when comes the sad reflection, that our time is near at 
hand, 

The Rood deeds ever present do make hoary age more grand. 

’Tie thus at eve I ponder, as I wander through the pines. 

And the stream-like thread of silver in the moonlit places shines ; 
The trees cast lengthened shadows, like giants gaunt and grim. 
Where the (Cowslips deck the meadow, by the muimnring stream- 
let's brim : 

Tia thus at eve I ponder, when the moon shines o’er the hill, 
When the sun has sunk far in the west, and busy life is still. 


THE BORDEREJRS' KEEP. 

There’s an old tower stands among the trees. 

And round it the ivy twines. 

And <»n its old walls, weather-beaten and grey. 

Is many a trace of time’s decay. 

And the wars of the olden times. 

But gone are vassal and baron bold, 

And gone is the lady gay, * 

And gone are the knights of the days of old 
That fought in the tourney’s fray. 

The old tower stands, a sentinel grim. 

Pointing to da^^s long gone — 

To that ancient time when might was right. 

Of foray, and pillage, and Border fight, 

And a King’s unstable throne. 

But gone, all gone, from the Border-land, 
Never to come again, 

The warlike baron and vassal band, 

And the knights that rode in his train. 

On its ancient wall the corbie sits. 

And croaks at midnight lone : 

And the owl and bat in the ruined wall, 

Find shelter within the banquet hall 
That a baron once called his home. 

For gone, all gone, they have passed away, 
Baron and vassal, 1 ween ; 

And hushed is the sound of the tourney’s fray 
With its glitter, and glare, and sReen. 

The old tower stands among the trees. 

Forsaken, and grim, and lone ; 

And when the sky is overcast. 

The moaning sound of the wintry blast 
Sings the dirge of a day long gone. 
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Baron, and kniprht, and vassal bold, 

And lord and lady gay, 

And the pomp of the feudal days of old. 
Have silently passed away. 

Like a stranded hulk on a surf-beat shore, 

A solemn and dismal thing, 

This wAsok that survives the battle’s roar 
Still marks a time in the days of yore 
When Scotland could boast a king. 

I^ut gone are vassal and baron bold, 

And gone is the lady gay. 

And gone are the knii^hts of the days of old, 
I And hushed is the tourney's fray. 


KING DEATH. 

King Death to the castle's portals came, 

And he knocked at the bolted door ; 

But its bars of oak and its iron chain 
Wer^ bolted, alas ! in his face in vain. 

For he snapped them at once, like a thread in twain. 
And stood on the marble floor. 

,Tfie Knight reclined on his bed of state, 

And he dared him with his feeble breath ; 

And he proudly spoke of his great estate. 

Bis noble birth, and power elate : 

Bnt it weighed not a feathei against his fate, 

So he bowed him to the grim King Death. 

9 

The Steersman stood on the wave-washed deck. 

The wheel in his stout right band ; 

And the wild waves swept o’er the shattered wreck. 
And the light-house gleamed like a burning speck, 
And warned him off, with its friendly beck, 

From the rock on the bluff head-land ; 

Blit Death rode fast on the storm-fiend’s blast, 

And h(f longed to clutch his prey ; 

And he hovered around the shattered mast. 

Till it fell with a crash to the deck at last : 

Then the Steersman's life and hu hope were past. 
And he went with King Death away. 

• 

The Maiden sat in the garden bower. 

Her cheeks like the roses bloomed, 

Apd she seemed, in the flush of her youthful power, 
As strong as the ivy^ that climbs the tower, 

And fresh as the daisy that feels the shower. 

But her life and ber hopes were doomed : 
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Kinfif Death had fixed on that Maiden’s cheek 
The seal of his kingdom giini ; 

And she answered his call in accents meek, 

And laid her head on his skeleton che6k, 

And clasped his neck with her arms so weak, 
And went with the awfnl Kinfr- ' 

The Warrior rode o’er the battle plain. 

Ana flaunted his standard high ; 

His horse was pawing the fallen slain, 

The bullets whistled around in vain. 

And some even smote on the charger’s mai 
As onward they both tlid By. 

But the shock of battle came at last, 

And the rider to earth went down : 

One loving look to the sky he cast, 

One long, lo/ig look, for it was his last ; ** 

He heaved a sigh, then all was past — 

King Death had received his own. 

To the home of the Peasant, far remote, 

The grim King found his way ; 

And ’neath the roof of his lowly cot 
The humble man to the dust h** smote. 

And bore him away from his earthly lot 
To the realms of purer day. 

But Death to him was in mercy sent — 

Belief from sorrow and pain ; 

And the Christian Peasant was well content 
To go with the guide his Lord had sent. 

And follow his steps wherever he went, 

For ripe was the Beaper's grain. 

King Death in this fleeting world of ours 
Beigns monarch sripreine o’er all — 

The withered tree and the fairest flowers, 

The buds that ope to the morning showers, 

And youth in its strong meridian powers, 

Must bow to the grim King’s call. < 

And love, and hope, and joy, an<l mirth 
At the s'lmiuoDs dread must go ; 

And everything that we love on earth. 

The lt>ve of beauty, of power, and worth. 

Which grew with 'mr lives from our very^birth- 
And ’tis wellSthat it should he so. 

THE MISER. 

The Miser was old, his eyes were «lim. 

Yet his sordid gold was a god to him ; 
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• 

Ani^ he loved right well to aee it shine, 

When he counted it o’er at the evening time — 

If sonl he had, he kept it hid 

’Neath the ponderous weight of his coffer’s lid. 

Long, long had the Miser bemoaned his fate, 

From the early dawn to the evening late ; 

And he saia, ** I am getting more feeble and old,* 
And, oh, T must leave my precious gold ! 

Though I fear neither death nor the dismal grave, 
This thopght u’erpowers my heart so brave. 

If I only 0 (»uld take niy iron chest 
To the grave, iny mind would be at rest ; 

But, alas ! alas ! I can only grtian. 

For my heirs yill spend it when I am gone ! 

And the thought of this almost drives me mad, 

And makes me feel peevish, and ill, anu sad. 

** I am old and feeble, I am seventv-nine. 

Yet gold ! T still love to see thee shine : 

• 'J’hon a’i’t better than brother or sister dear, 

For 1 buried them all without a tear ! 

But I caniipt git down to the grave so cold 
\yitnout dropping a tear for iny precious gold.” 

Thus spoke the Miser, whilst counting his board. 

And he stooped o’er the chest where he kept it stored; 
In his coffer deep his hand was bid. 

When down, with a orat-h, came the iron lid — 

Ilf crushed the neck of the Miser old, 

And he died, as he lived, beside his gold. 


WILLIAM DELDAY 


a native of, and resides in the same parish where 
David Vender was bom — Quoybelloch, Deerness, 
Orkney. He is now in his thirty-third year, having 
. first seen the light in October, 1855. Before he had gone 
to* the humble “Society’' school of the parish, and ere 
he had reached his fourth year, he was a fair reader, 
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and delighted his friends by reciting “ The Pot Lamb.” 
At the age of five he was sent to school for a few wrecks 
in summer, and was an apt pupil. As a proof of 
the rapid progress he made, it might be noted that 
between his seventh and thirteenth years he was the 
pupil tbacher of the school, and that the master, it is 
said, often had to yield to him in arithmetic. He had 
by this time also begun to rhyme, and he wrote verses 
“ to order ” on many “ school incidents.” His educa- 
tional career, however, was short, and he was only a 
young lad when he left to assist in the cultivation 
of the land occupied and owned by his father, in 
which calling he is still engaged. Being, however, 
fond of instructive books, he devoted his limited 
leisure to intellectual pursuits, and for a time he, with 
a few others, attended a class for the study of Latin, 
taught by his minister. 

Mr Delday has not yet published his productions in 
book form, though a number of his pieces have ap- 
peared in “ the Poet's corner.” His moods are many, 
and he writes with fervour of the sea, fisher-life, and 
the scenes amid which his days have been passed. 
Though at times somewhat irregular, his muse exhibits 
genuine feeling, and considerable lyrical capability. 

THE MAIDEN AUNT.‘ 

Some poets sio^ of wedded bless with matrons debonaire, 

And others praise love’s first fond kiss or lanfrirish in despair ; 
While they who love to pree the stoup have sung the power of 
drink, 

To cheer the heart of those who love the thrilling crambo-clink, 

As to their ears the ringing notes come forth with boisterous glee, 
By those who have enflauied their throiit-s and marred their , 
melody ; 

But I will sing of what we could not well afford to want — 

’Tis of the service rendered by a kindly maiden aunt, 

Because when trouble comes to us she’s ready to relieve 
By kindly act and sympathy the pain of those who grieve ; ' 

For when a brother’s wife or child requires a nurse’s care, 

With gentle hand and accents mild the maiden aunl is there, 
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Who carea not for herself but tries to help the sore distressed, 
And gently pats the head of those who are not oft caressed ; 
While sister’s orphans in her find a mother’s loving care, 

And neighbours get her aid to nurse when sickness is their 
share — 

Thus, with the angels ministring, she does her duty here. 

Living the gospel by her walk in her allotted sphere. 

WE SET OUR SAILS. 

f 

We set our sails, and bore awa^ 

For sea, with glee and laughing, O ; 

But wind and waves with angry roar 
Did meet us in the offing, 0. 

« 

So we did run for Papa Sound 
For shelter and the lasses, O, 

Whose sparkling eyes are just as bright 
As those of higher classes, O. 

'Among the rest, five sisters there — 

Are honnie, fair, and charming, O, 

And one with a delightful glance 
My dull, cold heart is warming, O. 

Where Jess and Jean, and Bell and Meg, 

And one small intermeddler, O, 

Attract us when in Papa Sound, 

To wander up to Fiddler’s, O. 

To pass the time and have a chat, 

And see them sweetly smicker, O, 

As if to say, just step this way, 

*lf you are in a flicker, O. 

For we will be both gay and free, 

^nd welcome you with pleasure, O, 

If you want one of us to be 

lOur heart’s delight and treasure, O. 

I stepped that way with hearty glee, 

Tu J||arn more about them, O ; 

Passing the evening happily, 

I left and did not flout them, O. 

So if young Bell keeps up the spell. 

In civil, loving manner, O, 

O’er her I will delight to spread 
The lover’s faithful banner, O. 
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ROBERT M‘LEAN CALDER, 

H U THOR of a volume, entitled “ Hame Sangs,” 
is a native of Duns, l^rwickshire. He was 
born thpre in 1841, and is the foiirtl/ of a family of 
ten. His father was a baker to trade, and a man of 
good natural parts, shrewd, and intelligent. His 
mother — from whom he takes his second name — was 
a person of marked literary ability, and to her teaching 
he attributes his early taste for poetry and song.” His 
education was begun in his native ^own, when, as a 
“ toddling wee thing,” he attended the infant school, 
and where — child as he was — he w^as often put on the 
rostrum to lead the other children in their simple 
songs. When he was about five his parentsi, re- 
moved to the village of Polwarth — a spot celebrated 
ill song by Allan Ramsay. Here he attended the 
village school for some years — working during the 
summer months with others of the village cKildren in 
the fields, gathering rack or weeding the crops. At 
the age of ten he left school, and w’as hired by a 
neighbouring farmer to “herd the craws.” After a 
season of this lowly occupation, he tended sheep in the 
moorlands of the Marchmont estate, and here, during 
his leisure hours, he educated himself by studying 
all the literature which came within his reach. In 
fact, such an appetite had he for reading, that, 
after going through all the books in 'the village, he 
would walk miles after his day’s work was over 
to borrow others from the neighbouring villagers. 
Even at this early age he began to tune his lyre, 
but his first effusions he committed %o the flames, as 
not w^orthy of preservation. Laying aside the plaid 
and crook, ho began his apprenticeship to the drapery . 
trade in the town of Duns, during the second year 
of which he studied music under the Rev. 
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Daniel K8rr (who was one of the first to introduce 
Curwen^s system into Scotland), and at the age of 
thirteen he took a certificate for proficiency in both 
notations. About this time also he first contributed 
some verses to the Berwick Advertiser, and these being 
accepted he continued a regular contributor ^to that 
paper during the five years of his residence in his 
native town. After this he filled several situations in 
London, and 'for a short time also in the Isle of Wight. 
While in the employment of a large London firm, he 
was ofte of a band who started an illustrated paper 
called the Tomahawk, to which he contributed a series 
of poetical sketches, entitled “ Job Lots from behind 
the Counter.” In 1866, he sailed for New York. 
After some months spent in the United States, 
during which he followed several occupations, he fin- 
ally settled* in Canada, Here again he filled various 
situations — one of these as book-keeper in the Ameri- 
can Hotel in Toronto, and at length he drifted back 
to his old ‘business in the town of Chatham, Ontario. 
During a residence of eighteen years in this town, 
Mr Calder w^as a constant contributor to the news- 
papers, of the country. He also acted as choir- 
leader in St. Andrew's Presbyterian Church, and so 
well were his services appreciated that he was pre- 
sented with ^ handsome gold watch by the congrega- 
tion. The St. Andrew’s Society of Ottawa^ for three 
years in succession, offered gold medals to be competed 
for (opea to Canada and the States), for poems on 
Scottish subjects, and two of these were awarded to 
Mr Calder. 

After being in business on his owui account for 
fourteen years, his health gave way, and he deter- 
mined to return home. Since 1882, he has resided 
in Lond(^, w'here he is associated with his brother, Mr 
P. Calder, court and theatrical shoe embroiderer and 
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trimming manufacturer. In 1 887, our poet published 
a selection of his poetry, under the title of “ Hame 
Sangs,” [London; King & Co., 50 Booksellers’ Row.] 
This work has been very favourably reviewed by the 
press, both of Scotland and Canada, and the author 
received encouraging letters from '^the Marquis of 
Lome, Mr Gladstone, and Professor Blackie. The 
latter writes : — “ ‘Hame Sangs’ are full of nature, and 
love, and truth, and pure wisdom. As genuine 
Scottish feeling, the ‘ Thistle ’ is an excellent glorifica- 
tion of our kingly weed ; and the ‘ Royal Mouse ’ is a 
poem that would have done credit to Burns.” Mr 
Calder’s Doric is pure, and is gracefully and melodiously 
expressed. He writes with much heart, vividness, and 
glow of language, while there is an occasional touph of 
quiet humour that is quite refreshing. The Bpottuh 
American Journal^ in which many of the poems first 
appeared in print, says: — “Mr Calder is a sweet 
singer, and writes direct from the heart. .His' themes 
are those of every-da}^ life, and the pawky wisdom so 
characteristic of Scotchmen is fully illustrated in his 
pages. As a Scot abroad he has written many songs 
w^hich evince the yearnings of the wanderer’s heart 
for the motherland.” 

THE BAIRNIE TAK’S AFTER HI% PAITHER. 

We hae a bit laddie doonbye at the hoose, 

An’ the niither aboot him is cantie and 'Arouse,* 

As for me, wha am generally sober an* douse, 

They say I am prood o* him rather ; — 

Wi’ his carroty pow he is unco like me ; 

He’s a kip to his nose, an’ a cast i’ his e’e, 

An’ a the auld wives i’ the clachan agree, 

That the baimie tak’s after his faither. 

0 the wee ane’s complaints he has had his full share — 

The kink-hoast an’ measles,— an’ twenty things mair,. 

Yet he’s stoot an’ weel-faured a’ the howdies declare, 

Whilk comforts the heart o* bis mither. 
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Yet ’manK a’ the troubles and drawbacks sae rife. 

He tak’b to the bottle as natural as life, 

An’ aften 1 smile as 1 tell the guidwife, 

That the bairnie tak’s after his faither. 

Whan the lasses drap in hno he con’s an’ he craws, 

An’ glams at their ribbons, their gum-dowers an’ braws. 
Or expresses bis joy wi’ goo-goos an’ da-das, 

While the lasses guffaw to ilk ither. 

As for me— when I see a’ the cuddlin’ gaun on, 

I think o’ ^he days afore Kirstie was won. 

For in a’ this curdooin’ sae early begun. 

The bairnie take after his faither. 

Fo^ rattles an’ toys he no cares for a preen, 

Nor dolls — whilk the lassocks are fona o’, 1 ween. 

But see hoo he’ll warstle an* cock up his e’en, 

When 1 jingle the siller together ; 

An’ should 1 a bawbee an’ saxpence baud oot, 

He’ll grab at the wee-ane withuot nny doot. 

This auld-farrant weanie ken’s what he’s about, 

JPor the^ bairnie tak’s after his faither. 

There’s ae thing peculiar to Scotchmen a* ower, 
They’ll unco strong-willed, an’ inclined to be dour — 
They winna be driven, dae a’ i’ your poo’er, 

Tho’ they’ll follow withouten a switner ; 

An’, young as he is, 1 can see i’ the wean 
He’ll Stan’ to his point just as steeve as a stane. 

An’ he’ll try a* he can to toddle his lane, 

For the bairnie tak’s after his faither. 

• 

Let us boup as the years come an' gang, he will be 
Aye lovin’ an’ kind to his luither an’ me ; 

Nor frae the straight road gangin’ muokle aglee, 

Nor wi’ dpotfu’ companions forgather ; 

Aye firmly the wiles o’ the warl’ to withstand — 

As saft as the doon, yet as gritty as sand. 

An’ bad up his faeid wi’ the best i’ the land. 

For the bautiie tak's after his faither. 

THE THISTLE. 

While memory backward tracks the time, 

Sin’ first I tA>de a foreign clime, 

In fancy aft the hills 1 climb 
Where waves pcpud Scotia’s thistle ; 
knowe an’ cairn, bv mead an’ moor, 

. linn an* loch, by glen an’ shore, 

My childhood’s scenes 1 aft explore, 

*Mang heather, flsrn, and thistle. 
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How aft in boyhood’s sunny days, 

I’ve skelpit harefit o’er the l)raes, 

An’ little cared tho' heela an’ taee 
Werti tinglin’ wi* the thistle ; 

Or when its summer bloom was past, 

An’ downy feathers wayward cast. 

I’m grieved that autumn’s thieving blast 
r. Should bare the bonny thistle. ^ 

I carena for ye’re garden (lowers, 

Sae trim an’ neat in lady’s bowers — 

There’s ane aboon them a’ that towers. 

The stalwart, bearded thistle. 

Noo noodin* to the surly breeze ; 

Noo hid beneath the hazel trees ; 

Noo sunward baskin’ where the b^ps 
Sip honey frae the thistle. 

The flowers may languish in the field. 

When summer days uae showers may yield ; 
It needs iiae plantin’s shade or bield, ,, 
The hardy, burly thistle. 

Tho’ sharp an’ keen the blasts may blaw. 
An’ ither flowers may fade an’ fa’, 

It rears its head aboon them a’ 

The sturdy, bearded thistle. 

When warlike hordes cam* ower the main, 
Wi’ hopes o’ conquest an’ o* gain, 

A city’s slumberers wad been slain. 

If ’t hadna been the thistle. 

While barefit for surprise prepared. 

They steal upon the dro wsy guard, 

A warnin’ cry o’ pain was heard — 

Their curses on the thistle. 

An’ sae the thistle proved to be 
The guardian o’ oor liberty, 

Then wha can ever doot that we 
Are proud o' Scotia’s thistle. 

On mountain heights it rears its head. 
Proudly an’ stern, as if it said — 

For Scotia’s cause ye ne’er may di^ad,’ 

** Sae laug’s ye lo’e the thistle.” 

Sae when we see its sturdy form. 

Aft bent an’ toss’d before the storm, 

Oor hearts to Scotia's heroes warm, 

Sae like their native thistle. 
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T]ho' aft assailed by war’s rude blast, 
When broadside Mar’s red bolts were cast, 
They cam' triumphant forth at last, 
Unconquered like the thistle. 


DOON AT THE HEEL. 

• 

This life is a warsle at best ye’ll alloo, 

An’ we has ny)ny hack-aets afore we get thro’ ; 

But sic things we could thole gin it werna the way, 

Yer frien’s look asklent whan ye tint what ye hae — 

Whan jre needua their help — oh ! it’s a’ very wool. 

But tneir sang seeuis to change whan ye’re doon at the heel. 

It’s a garment o' sh&ddv — a fabric o* thrums, 

The frien’ship that cools whan adversity conjes ; 

Ye'll hae plenty o' frien’s in ye’re bricht summer hours. 
Whan ye’re pathway is cheerie wi’ sunlight an’ flowers. 

But let a bit frost come — their feelin’s congeal, 

An’^heir hearts turn like ice whan ye’re doon at the heel. 

Whan ye needna their help — oh I they’ll mak’ sic a fraise, 
But ancerye get scanty o* meat an* o’ clase — 

What tho’ qt ye’re table they've eaten an’ drank, 

Whan they kenn’d ye’d a balance a’ safe at the bank — 

As ye briested the brae they wad help ye to speil. 

But they’ll shove yo\i aside whan ye’re doon at the heel. 

If, in manner and speech, ye’re as rude as a cad, 

Yer fau’ts they’ll o’erlook — but ye’re a’ thing that’s bad 
Gin ye hae a co.ne doon, thro’ nae faut o’ yer ain. 

Ye’ll fin’ ye’ll be left just to toddle ye’re lain — 

Ye may dee in^a ditch, ye may beg or may steal. 

It’s nae business o’ theirs whan ye’re doon at the heel. 

Ne’er min’ hoo ye got it, if siller ye hae. 

Ye’ll be fl^tteredvan’ praised ilka hour o’ the day — 

At kirk ye’ll be welcomed, sae lang’s ye donate 
A share o’ yer ill-gotten walth to the plate — 

Gin they dinna just brand you a limb o’ the deil, 

Ye'll get the canid shoutber whan doon at the heel. 

• 

I’m sweir to believe that a’ mankind’s the same, 

But it’s best gin ye needna their praise or their blame ; 

Just steer yer ain path, an* ne’er trust to the reed 
That’s sure to gie way when assistance ye need ; 

Ke6p yer frien’ in your pooch — hae a heart that can feel, 

An’ a’ ban’ that will help them that’s doon at the heel* 
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THE AULD THACKIT HOOSB. 

Just ower the wee briggie that croasert the burn, 
That rina by the tit the green. 

There’s a humble hit cottage wi* ivy-clad wa’e. 
Where inony blythe diiya ( hae seen : 

'fhe inside is hamel^, yet ti<ly an’ neat. 

Its inmates are kindly and douce, * 

An* there’s aye a warm welcome whenever I ca’ 

On the folks at the auld thackit house. 

Hoo cantie we've been by the auld ingle side, 
When the lang winter nichts had set in ; 

We sat in the glow of the cheery peat fire, 

When the story an' sang would Degin ; 

We sang the sweet lilts o’ nor ain native land, 
When our heroes were Wallace and Bruce, 

Or listened to auld-farrant tales that were tauld, 
In the neuk o* the auld thackit hooae. 

Twas a picture o* hamely contentment an’ cheer, 
That riches or state couldna bring ; * 

Auld Jock by the ingle, bis pipe in his cheek. 

Was as happy as kaiser or king. , 

Auld Babbie sat there wi’ her wark on her knee ; , 
On the hearth-stane lay Rover an’ puss, 

Bor even the cats and the dogs woula agree 
’Neath the roof o’ the auld thackit .house. 

Whene’er I return to the auld village green. 

To the scene o' my boyhood’s bright days. 

The joys ’o the past come again to my heart 
As 1 roam by the burnies an’ braes ; 

An’ here wi* auld cronies, still faithfu’ an’ true, 
We meet a’ sae friendly an’ crouse. • 

To crack ower the soeues o’ the happy lang syne. 
In the neuk o’ the auld thackit noose. 


WAIT A-WEE, AN’ DINNA WEARY. 

Wait a-wee, an* dinna weary, 

Tho’ your heart be sad an' sair,^ 

An’ your youthfu* dreams hae vanished. 
Leavin’ nocht but grief an’ care ; 

Tho’ the clouds be dark an’ lowerin’ — 

Faded flowers lie ’neath the snaw. 

Summer suns wi’ bricht hopes laden, 

Sune the mists will clear awa’. 
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Wait a- wee, an’ dinna weary, 

Tho’ the winter’s lang and dreary. 
Summer days will come to cheer ye. 
Gin ye’ll only wait a-wae. 

Wait a-wee, an’ dinna weary, 

Tho^ ye’re maybe crossed in love. 

An’ your springhood’s hopes lie withered 
Time will yet your cares remove ; 

Tho* the joy^s that langsyne perished, 
Lett a wound baith deep and sair, 
Maybe some true heart has cherished 
Love for you, deep an' sincere. 

Wait a-wee, an’ dinna weary Ac 

Wait a-wee, an’ dinna weary 
There are ithers sad and wae — 
Sufferin’ puir wi’ heavy burdens. 
Strugglin’ ’gainst adversity^: 

awhile forget your sorrows, 

Sune a’ cankerin'* cares will flee, 
Gii^e’ll sooth the broken heartea — 
Wipe the tear frae purtith’s e’e. 

Wait a-wee an’ dinna weary Ac. 


JESSIE PATRICK FINDLAY, 

a RISING Scottish litterateur^ was born in Leven, 
Fffeshire, in 1857. From her father, who is a 
landscape painter and photographer, she inherits the 
gift of “ finding poems among the dusty ways of life.’’ 
,Iu her girlhood, too, she was much influenced by her 
aged poet'friend, “Theta” — Mr Thomson of Kenno- 
way, the Wordsworth of Fife, who died recently in his 
ninety-firSt year, and has a place in our first series. 
To him she addressed a tender ode on his ninetieth 
birthday, from which we give the following : — 
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Oh, I remember ffradous days gone by 
When we two wi^ed in Konnoway’s sweet den 
In happy mood, while on your face there lay 
That d^ity which Nature gives her own ! 

You guided me across the unsteady stones 
Which bridged the brawling hurry of the stream, 
And as we rested in the hawthorn's shade 
We heard the blackbird lead the choir of birds 
With note of stately leisure, while thd thrush — 
The giddy thrush— forgot the measured time 
Audfllled the pauses with a throbbing joy. 

And as we wandered 'neath the soft green gloom 
Of tender foliage, oh, I wondered much 
That but the twinkle of a little rill 
(y’ould make your face so brighten, and your soul . 
Expand in thought so quaint and beautiful ! 
ho T something marvellou.4 dropt from the trees, 
Flashing thiough silence, making tiiat dim glen 
Ulow with the lambent light of poetry 
Which you had kindled in my heart that hour 
To be a lasting joy : and now those days 
For evermore shine more than days to me 
Among the dearest memories of my youth. 

To us who love you, jyou can ne’er be old 
Though burdened with the weight of ninety years. 
For your frail body holds the poet’s soul. 

Which is forever young though years may pass. 
The body is the visible disguise— " 

The limitation of the soaring soul. 

And life— the cloud that hides eternity. 


Mrs Findlay began to write verse before she was 
fifteen, and when only eighteen years of age her father 
published (for private circulation) a selection from her 
verses in the form of a brochure called “ Weaved-up- 
Thought.” She is an occasional Contributor to 
Chambers's Journal^ Sunday Talk^ and People's Friend; 
and the poem we give — “The Martyred Margarets'* — 
gained the first prize in the People's Journal com- 
petion, 1884. In 1888, Mrs Findlay issued a well- 
written Scottish tale, entitled “The Lost Tide." It 
forms one of Messrs Oliphant, Anderson, & Ferrier's 
popular scries of one shilling volumes, and abounds in 
graphic pictures of fisher-life, and affords evidence that 
the authoress will yet take good a place aibongst our 
gifted group of present-day writers on themes illus- 
trating Scottish life and character. Besides showing 
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fertile imagination as a writer of fiction, Mrs Findlay 
very strikingly exhibits all the qualities that 
make a poet. Many of her lines are full of ideal 
beauty and happy expression, and she can touch with 
charming grace the simple loves, and hopes, and aims 
of humble life. While her descriptions of Scenery 
are effective, she also possesses, in a marked degree, 
the spirit and 'power of the old makksr^ and her tender 
ballads evince a wide acquaintance with the history of 
her country, and are valuable additions to the min- 
strelsy of Scotland. 


THE MARTYfiED MARGARETS. 


Two hundred *year8 save one have passed with man’s slow pro- 
KresB freighted— 

All blurred the primal purity in which they were created — 

Since Scotland's Cuvenauters saw but gloomier vistas yawning, 

Yet slowly frcun that black abyss a brighter day was dawning. 

When May was putting forth her spells to clothe the larcbee 
slender, 

And withp sweet sense of life renewed the earth lay young and 
tender — 

Then persecution’s fiercest blast o’er Scotland’s moors was 
sweeping, 

And to the passive heavens above ascended bitter weeping. 

On one fair lunrn up rose the sun, a rosy lustre lending 

Unto the straight, swift morning smoke from Wigtown homes 
ascending ; * 

Through Blednoch’s waters dashed the light in golden shallows 
glowing — 

Grim Blednooh ! waiting twice a-day the Solway’s sudden 
flowing. 


Full shone the sun upon two stakes set where the tides have 
meeting. 

For crafty^nen had gauged the shock of their tumultuous 
greeting ; 

And down the sunlit morning road a shadow broadens slowly 
Into a crowd whobe. centre holdstwo women pale and lowly— 
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Two martyrs : how their faces shine by inner light exalted ! 

They hear the waters lap the stakes just where the crowd has 
halted ; 

Yet no chill fear is in their eyes, bat radiant faith is sparkling — 
They know that God is in His heaven behind the cloud-rack 
darkling. 

, ^ f 

Now to the stakes the soldiers rude with shameless hands have 
bound them — 

Oh shameless laws that gave them power ! — the martyrs look 
around them, 

And strive amid the heaving waves to stay their reeling senses — 
Oh men, how hardened ye have grown to woman’s influences. 

The aghd widow from her stake looks on a life completed, 

Saintly with harboured memories of sin and self deteated ; 

Her mien most temperate and meek to hope is long a stranger. 
But westering glows her sun of faith to cheer her path of danger. 

The laws that rule the Solway to its tidal task are urging— 
Already past the outer stake the waves of death are surging. 

Farewell, oh, widowed Margaret ! the Christ that ypu have died 
for 

Awaits you in His veiled heaven, whose shelter you have sighed 
for. 

** Now, Margaret, Margaret,” cried the men, ** the waves will 
soon be o’er you — , 

What think you now of your dead friend who's met the death 
before you ?” 

“ 'Tis thus I think,” said Margaret, in rapturous tones replying, 
“That she has oi owned the Christ afresh whom ye are crucifying.” 

Clear in her young pathetic eyes the light shone unaffrighted, 
The home-fires of a good mane love shall never there be lighted ; 
No human home contains a niche which safely may enshrine her — 
She looks beyond the Solway's tide and sees a home diviner. 

And thus she prays — “ My sins of youth do thou, O Lord, forget 
them, 

And save thy covenant people, Lord, frBm evil men that fret 
them.” 

Now higher the chill water creeps her girlish form to cover ; 
Now silent the praying voice, for smooth it rolls ^bove her. 

But ere her soul had quite unlocked her body's lingering fetter 
With cruel mercy once again above the floods they set her. 
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“ Now, Mai^^aret, pray ‘ God save the King;' ’* she heard their 
voices saying. 

“ God save him if He will,’’ said she, “ for that T’m ever praying." 

*‘Sir, she has said it! She’ll conform 1" cries out a kindly 
pleader. 

'*Then take the Alj^iiration Oath— and live," responds the leader. 

“ 1 will not ; I am Christ’s," said she. ** Return thefl to the 
waters.” 

Twas thus withm the Solway’s tide died Scotland martyred 
daughters. 

Man’s progress ever wades through blood, and time moves 
onward weeping ; 

To-day is moulded on the Past — its good and ill we’re reaping. 

Erelong prevailed the Covenant cause that was its foes’ derision, 

And we in happier times behold its martyrs in a vision. 

They worshipped God where shelt’ring caves by kindly Earth 
were giveift. 

Yet builded up as living stones " our Church which climbs to 
heaven ; 

Thus dim ^tremes of life and death are fused in life and glory 

For us wlio hold the same bright faith that lights the martyr’s 
story. 


ALEXANDER SELKIRK’S RETURN TO LARGO. 

When the shilfa hammered her canty sang. 

The gowdeu screenn o’ the furze amang, 

An’ the Law to its cloven croon looked gay, 

A strange ship anchored In Largo Bay. 

Noo wha is this that he kens sae weel 
Hoo the bonnie broo o' the Law to speil, 

Altl^o’ theae's that !' the look o’ his e^e 
Bespeaks a man frae a far eountrie ? 

’Twas ><abbath morn, an’ the folk had gane 
To the kirk whaur the stranger sat his lane. 

• 

The Dominie on his desk bad rapped 
Till a* the startled cobwebs flapped, 

When a puir auld wife cried quaverin’ hie — 

. ” Oh, here’s my son come hame to me 1 

Bis coat is taggit wi’ gowd an’ green. 

An’ his face eldit years I hae never seen— 
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Bat a hnnncr yearfi they wad coont aR nane, 

For a iiiither*s he’rt aye kens her ain !” — 

The Dominie f^loomed — ** Is the Sabbath day 
A time to anchor in Largo Bay ?” 

Then oot spak Selkirk — “ HI never be 
Sae guid as I was i' the lane South Sea* !" 

‘^Weel, weel ! I winna cast my pearls 
Afore — ahem ! sic glaikit kerls — 

Hand ! Skipper Broon, hoo daur ye smirk 
An* cry * cauld aim f* through a* the kirk.** * 

The kirk it Rkailed. and the folk were fain 
To we](K)me Selkirk hame again, 

Sae he married a wife an* settled doon 
To live like the lave in Largo toon :* 

An’ he biggit a bonir to gladden his e’e, 

Like ane he had left i* the far South Sea. 

Instead o' its wa’s o’ pimento tree 

Stood the red-limbed fir o’ his ain countrie ; 

Instead o* the grass that Fernandez grew • 

Twas theekit wi* bent frae the Law’s e’e broo. 

But a strange look waukened within his e’e, ' 

He wasna at hame i’ the auld countrie. 

He socht Keil’s Den on the autumn morn, 

When the haws gleamed red on the'leafless thorn, 

An* the squirrels loupt up the pillars grey 
0’ their beechan hames whaur the nut-hoards lay. 

But the things o’ the wuds looked a* askance 
At the wanderin’ man wi* the restless glance, 

Save Robin alane, sae trig an’ wee, 

O* the canny fit an’ the trustfu’ e’e. , 

He wandered the shores o' the Firth an’ saw 
The solan hie to the Bass awa’. 

An’ oot o’ his breist wad his he'rt 'maist flee ^ 

To his lanely isle i* the far South Sea. 

An’ he wad climb to Largo Law, 

Wi' the mantlin’ oluds roond her coif o’ snaw. 

An* hide i’ the mornin' mists that curled 
Wi’ the fisher’s prayers to a higher yorld. 

But aye there lay i’ the howe o’ bis e’e 

The look o' a man frae a strange countrie. ^ 

♦The word ’’swine” was considered unlucky among fisher folk; ‘and, 
as a counter-spell, they touched the iron heels of their boots, crying 
’VTouch cauld aim 1” 
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When winter storniH ower the Firth wad whirl, 
An* the Bay was lond wi' the sea-mews' skirl, 

An’ the lang blasts souprhed frae the Norlan’ Sea, 
His thochts to his island bouir wad flee. 

At lanfi: an' last he could nae mair thole 
The waefu* langin' that starved his soul ; 

Sae he bade fareweel to his mither dear, 

An’ olaspdH his wife wi* monv a tear — 

For Nature's spell it had made him fain 
To own nae kinship bnt jist her ain. 

J 

An' the sails o' his ship that swung sae free 
Were set for the shores o* Eternity. 


HUSH ! DREAMING HEART. 

She seemed so kind when last we met, 
Her smile dispelled my past regret ; 

Her eye on me so kindly shone — 

Oh 1 might I deem on me alone. 

• Hush I dreaming heart ; 

Oh dreaming heart be still ! 

• Ah, if she would but look on me, 

My life for her should noble be ; 

I'd make her dear name great and known 
If she would look on me alone. 

• Hush ! dreaming heart ; 

Oh dreaming heart be still I 

Oh, love is bold ! I even dare 
To ask her love from God in prayer — 

But ah ! perchance His fixed decree 
Ordains that thus it may not be. 

Hash I wilful heart ; 

Oh wilful heart be still ! 

Her name is written on my heart, — 

,In every thought she has a part ; 

Oh ! surely love like this of mine 
Gan ne’er be doomed in vain to pine ! 
Hush I dreaming heart ; 

Oh dreaming heart be still ! 


TIME, 

The pathos of the incomplete 
Is in our measurement of time. 

For one may live a hundred years 
While but an^^hour has rung its chime. 
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Man {r but human, and his feet 
Th' eternal laws of time pursue ; 

Oh, whither tend those hastening hours, 
For ever old yet ever new ? 

Oan mans weak hand a moment grasp T 
Lo, it has fled beyond recall ; 

Yet that swift moment may contain 
A life's regret— a spirit's fall ! 

Man is divine : his will compels 
Eternity to merge in time, — 

His soul aspires beyond its bonds. 

And makes an earthly hour nublime. 

Thus time is but eternity 
Made level to the needs of man, 

And man is mighty, far his thoughts 
The fleeting bounds of time can span. 


WILLIAM MURRAY, 

“second eldest” of a family of eleven, was 
Vl^ born in “a wee thack hoose,” known as '*‘Burn 
Tidie,” in the Glen of Lethiiott, near Brechin, in 1855. 
His father was then “foreman” on the farm of Bogton, 
but William was scarcely two years o^d when the 
family removed to a farm in the neighbourhood of 
Montrose, where they only remained one year, when 
they “ flitted ” to the parish of Edzell, where his father 
was greive on the farm of Dalfouper for a period of 
seven years. Here, close by the banks of the North 
Esk, our poet spent many happy days, and attended 
the parish school, where the aged tdhcher appears to 
have been more interested in his “snuflP mull and 
dozing ” than in the training of young shoot^. He, 
however, learned to read and write a little ; and this, 
he tells us, was all the training he ever got within the 
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walls of a Schoolroom. When eleven years of age, he 
was engaged to a farmer, “just to do whatever he was 
bidden.” The first pair of horses he had charge of 
was at a farm near Aberdeen. He was proud of them, 
though they were old and crazy, “ and was as busy 
ploughing at njght in his dreams as he was during the 
day.” At the age of eighteen he left farm w6rk, and 
was engaged for a short time as a good's porter on the 
railway, after which, in 1887, he procured a situation 
in the Stracathro gardens, in the employment of James 
A. ^Campbell, Esq., M.P. He is a very intelligent 
reader, and spends his leisure moments in poring over 
the “ Lyri/* Gems of Scotland ” — Brms being his 
favourite author. He is an occasional contributor to 
the People^ 8 Jowrnal^ his poems and songs being calcu- 
lated to foster human feeling and affection. The 
vapiSd boot of Nature is to him a living teacher, and 
he draws in the inspiration of his simple songs with 
the frpsh breezes of the hills, and is nursed to music 
by the joyous carol of the birds. 

A WIMPLIN* BURN. 

A burnie wimples merrily, 

And sinps wi’ f(lee the hale day lan^ ; 

When lanely by its bankn T roam, 

How sweet to me its f^Ieesome saner. 

• 

On, on it flows in happy mood, 

Ower rocky bed, round bonlders grey, 

An’ ncath the weepin’ willow boughs 
This brattlin’ burnie loves to stray. 

ft murmurs sweet as breathin’ lyre 
When windin’ by the shepherd’s cot, 

Whaur blcwm the nonnie heather bells 
Around his neat-trimmed garden plot. 

The foxglove and forget-me-not 
Alang its banks in beauty bloom ; 

Here, too, when dreamin’ nature wakes, 

Primroses bre^he their sweet perfume. 
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Aft wi* my darlin’ hae I roamed 
By this clear sparklin’, windin’ stream ; 

here together aft we strayed 
Till tied the sun’e last lingerin' beam. 

But, ah, stern death wi’ icy hUnd 
Crushed my sweet flow’r when in full bloom ; 
But lang the time noo oanna be ^ 

. When we shall meet beyond the tomb. 

Fu* niony years hae passed sin* then, 

Noo stiff my limbs wi* age an’ pain ; 

But dear to me for aye shall be 
This burnie wi' the gladsome strain. 


AT DUTY’S CAL^., 

At dutv's call my Willie’s gane 
And left me here to mourn, 

My heart is bleeding, longing now, 

Oh ! when will he return? 

Nae mair I view wi' kindlin’ 0*6 
Dear Strathmore's flowery plain. 

To me, when Willie's far frae hame. 
Kind summer smiles in vain. 

Sweet warblin' bird, wi’ voice sae clear; 

Oh ! that I were like thee ; 

Nae cankerin’ cares lodge in thy breast, 
Nae sorrow dims thy e’e ; 

Ye bonny gems that deck the braes 
^ Whaur Cruick sweetly sings. 

Your fragrance wafted on the breeze 
Nae comfort to me brings. 

Yet when I stray at e'enin’s close, c 
And raem’ries o' langsyne 
Bring back joy-laden sunny hours, 

Hope bids me ne’er repine. 

Oh ! may it be kind Heaven’s will* 

That we shall meet again ; 

Ae blink o* Willie's kindly e’e 
Would banish a’ my pain. 

OH, SHALL WE MEET AGAIN. 

Ob Annie, shall we meet again 
In yon sweet mossy den. 

To wander by tha streamlet clear 
That wimples through the glen — 
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^^ere blooms the bnnnie sweet bluebell. 

And primrose fair to see ; 

Oh., happy, happy was my lot 
When wandering there with thee. 

Oh dear for aye that snmmer eve 
We met aneath the thorn, 

Whensa* Stracathro's bonnie braes 
Were gay with waving corn ; 

The bla^bird piped his evening sang 
Upon the pine top high. 

While from the hill, borne on the breeze, 

Was heard the plover’s cry. 

The eident bee had gone to rest, 

The gowan closed its e'e. 

The lark^ad stilled his fluttering wing. 

And settled on the lea. 

When o’er the lawn, with lightsome step, 

I sought the^trysting tree. 

And ‘neath its boughs with blossom bright 
« One raptured hour lived wOj. 

Oh come again, then, maiden dear. 

And meet me by the burn ; 

Though far from Scotia's shore I’ve roamed. 
My thoughts to thee return. 

Oft in my dreams I see thee smile, 

And hear thy voice again ; 

When spring comes hack with opening flowers. 
Oh loved one, meet me then. 


ALLAN S. LATNG, 

H VERY pleasing and versatile poet, was bom in 
Dundee ^n 1857. His parents filled a very 
humble position in life, but the subject of our sketch 
has frequently expressed his gratitude for the care- 
ful and loving solicitude they ever exercised in the 
bringing up of their family. He did not attend school 
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longer than his seventh year, and while there he did 
not shine in anything except, perhaps, in reading, in 
which class he was nearly always dux. After a year's 
experience as a message-boy, he was apprenticed to 
the trade of an upholsterer, at which, with a few inter- 
vals, he has worked ever since — mostly in Dundee, 
but also in Perth, Edinburgh, and other places, subse- 
quently settling down in Liverpool. 

Eegarding Mr Laing’s literary experiences, it might 
be said that he wrote his first verses when about 
eighteen years of age. He considers “ a poetic ghnius 
one who writes because he cannot Ijelp it — one who 
* lisps in numbers, for the numbers come.' This has 
never been my experience, for every line I have WTitten 
has cost me thought and trouble, and, let me add, 
many hours of keen enjoyment. I think my §rst 
incitement to literary pursuits was an inordinate love 
of reading, and I much regret that, when young, I had 
no wise and capable friend to direct my studies, so 
that my time was lost in devouring trash,* the best 
result of which is that I have forgotten it all." His 
first published poem appeared in the People^s Friend in 
1877, and since then he has been a frequent con- 
tributor to that popular magazine, as w^ell as a num- 
ber of newspapers. Mr Laing is a poet of pure and 
tender feeling. He is peculiarly happy p his treat- 
ment of domestic themes, as well as in his more re- 
flective poems, and he draws most of his inspiration 
from the highest and noblest of human sympathies 
and filial affection. He finds his greatest pleasure in 
the bosom of his family at his ain fireside." 

AN AULD WIFE’S SANG. 

Some fowk they hae freen’s that are nae freen’s avit, 

Wha slip frae your side when your back’s at the wa’, 

Wha simper an’ flatter when siller is rife, 

But keep a safe distance in trouble or strife ; 
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An* I hae kvnt a* kindq, the fause an* the fair, 

For I hae ha'en sorrow, an’ siller, an* oare : 

But 1 still hae a freen*, an* I’m thankfu* for that — 
It’s my muckle, black, broken-nosed, auld teapat. 

It’s as black as the lum, but *twas ance bonny broon, 
An* whether Dame Fortune blink on me or froon, 

It coiuforts^my auld he*rt in grief or in glee, , 
An’ its puir broken stroop is a pleasare to me ; 

It calms me when angry, it soothes me when wae, 
It’s my dekrest possession, whatever 1 hae ; 

In the lang winter e’enin*s, cauld, gurly, an’ wat— 
What a pleasure is poored frae my auld teapat. 

• 

1 ance had a man, an’ 1 had but ane - 
I never fell inV) that snorl again, 

Wi’ his likes an’ his loathin’s, his fiddle an* fyke, 

1 ne'er had — I’ll ne’er hae a sorrow sic like. 

O, cummers, tak* tent when they ask ye to wed — 
There’s waur things in life than an auld maid’s bed, 
For 1 hae been marrit, an’ 1 ken what’s what, 

* For a man I’d ne’er niffer my auld teapat. 

I hae kent in my time baith pleasure an* pride, 

E P gowd in my pouch, an* freen’s at my side ; 

l’ freen’less an’ gcarless I’ve hunkered my lane 
At a canny bit lowe on my bare hearthstane ; 

An’ I’ve found that contentment is better than gear. 
For gowd’s but a canker, an* freen’s but a snare, 

An’ sweeter to me than their pride an’ a’ that 
Ifi the pleasure I draw frae my auld teapat. 


A SONG OF NIGHT. 

■ 

Over Nature darkness creepeth, 

’Neath the moon the sad earth sleepeth. 
Silence her soft vigil keepeth — 

Day is ended, night is come I 

Tear-dimmed eyes are sealed and sleeping. 
Hearts that soVved in bitter weeping, ^ 
Now, in dreams, their hopes are reaping — 
Day is ended, night is come I 

Weary souls from life are turning. 

That shall greet no earthly morning ; 

Hear they but the solemn warning — 

Day is ended, night is come 1 
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Ebbs the spirit slowly, slowly. 

O’er the threshold, dark— yet holy ; 

To the body, worn and lowly — 

Day is ended, night is come 1 

To the soul bereaved, rebelling. 

In whose depths Hope's death is kniilling, 
I Grief in frantic tones is telling — 

Day is ended, night is come I 

Night, o’er which no morning shineth, 

In whose gloom Hope's star declineth. 
Dark despair with grief entwineth — 
Night, eternal night, is come ! 

r 

Through the darkness, care-infested, 

Like a star with brilliance crested. 

Shines a clear hope, heaven attested — 
Night shall vanish, day will come 1 

Lo ! the earth with wonder shaketh ; 

See ! the eternal morning breaketh ; 
Christ, ’mid myriad angels speaketh — 
Night is ended, day is come 1 


BIZFAH. 

II SAMUBL, C. XXI. 

Food for wild beast ! 

For tearing fangs a feast. , 

Shall those dear limbs by eager teeth be torn ? 

Those eyes that gave strong love fur iny fond pride 
By ravenous birds be plucked ? those locks adorn 
A vulture's nest on some far mountain side ? 

O, God of Israel, thy wordless woe 
Cries out to Thee for vengeance on, my foe ! 


cruel king ! 

What bitter bargaining 
To buy off hate abroad by sacrifice 

Of loyal love at home ; to give to death 
For crimes not theirs, so doubly dear a price ! * 

Is there naught else thy kingdom furnisheth ? 

Dark ruin pluck thee downward by the hair ! 

Be curses breathed for thee where once was prayer ! 
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I fail, I fall 1 
1 can no longer rail ; 

My voice is hoarse with wailing, and mine eyes, 

For lack of tears, are dull and seared with pain ; 
Fierce rage alternate burns and slowly dies, 

While comes desuair with his heart-crushing train ; 
And all luy being feels the heavy load. 

Where' hast Thou hid Thyself, O, Israel’s God ? 

1 

O, weary day !, 

What can iny sorrow say ? 

For you, my dear and murdered sons, I cry 
To God, who hears me not ; for you I fight 
With wild beasts nightly, till they frightened fiy 
When comes the morning’s broad and blessed light, 

1 drive thorn off, and yet, would that I too. 

My butchered darlings, had been sla*' i with you. 


Forgive me, Lord, 

My passion’s wicked word ; 

But grief nigh drowns iny rev’rence for Thy name, 

1 am hut mortal, and my love was warm ; 

Mt Ifeart was with the lads, and when they came 
And took iny eons and smote each manly form, 
My woe burst from me, in my wrath T spake. 
But Thou wilt pax don, for my sorrow's sake? 


yON TIME. 


0, Jeanie, dae ye mind o’ yon happy summer days 
When we wandered han* in han’ owre the daisy-deckit braes ? 
When the birdies seemed to warble a* for oor delicht the while. 
An’ the clads to break an' vanish that the sun on us micbt smile — 
0, Jeanie, dae ye mind — dae ye mind yon time ? 

0 • 

Dark Sorrow on our hearts ne’er cuist his gloomy froon. 

In oor een the lauchter gliuted e’er the tear had drappit doon ; 
Bjy the burnie on the brae, or in the woods, oor happy sang 
Thro’ the lee-Jang summer day in ever-careless liltin' rang — 

0, Jeanie, dae y^mind o' yon happy, happy time ? 

An* as aulder We grew — an’ bairns aye we couldna be— 

I watched the love-licht kindlin’ in your bonnie laucbin’ e'e. 

An', Jeanie, dae ye mind when I socbt ye for my aiu ? 

O, sic nichts are heaven’s antidotes for a* oor earthly pain ! 

0, the pleasure without measure o’ yon dear, dear time 1 
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An’ when the grey-haired minieter your han’ put intil mine, 
While he epak* the solemn words that made oor lives an’ fortunes 
join, 

Oor cup o’ joy was lippin’ fu*, for we wi’ love were fain, 

An’ in this bonnie warl* o* oors life kens nae dearer gain 
Than the gladness that was yours an’ mine in yon sweet time. 

0, Jeanie, dae ye mind when oor little Willie Cara’? 

As we lookit on his angel faoe oor e’en in water swam. 

Aye, angel, for he oarn^ to show the licht o’ human bliss ; 

Syne he tiew to wait oor cornin’ in some fairer warl’ than this— 
Whaur we’ll see oor wee lost bairuie in that near-drawin’ time. 

Yet oor hearts hae aye been cheered by oor ither bairns’ rare. 

An’ the love that we hae borne them has but made them love us 
mair ; , 

Were drawin* to the end, but oor ears hae gane to prove 
That the sang o’ life is bonnie gin the owertum o’t be love ! 

An’ we’ve lo’ed ilk ither, Jeanie, sin' yon dear bairn-time. 

Sae we’ll thank oor God, my Jeanie, for oor life sae lang an’ sweet. 
As we airt us to the rest that waits oor travel-weary feet, ^ 

Oor he’rts are warm an’ lovin’, aye, an’ tho' oor bluid be canid, 
When the Gkiwdeu Yetts gleam near us there’s nae grief in grow- 
in’ auld— * 

We’ll be young an’ fleet forever in God’s ain lang time f 

MY MIND HATH A THOUSAND FANCIES, 

My mind hath a thousand fancies, v 

My spirit a myriad thoughts. 

And 1 long for the power of h poet’s soul 
To utter the thronging notes. 

I’d fill the broad earth with music 
Poured from my teeming tongue, * 

Had I the voice of a poet inspired. 

Rich, and ringing, and young : 

But, alas ! the sweetest of earthly songs 
Are the songs that were never sung 1 

Deep in my heart abiding 
Are memories calm and sweet, 

Of days when the world was glad and fair, 

And flowers bloomed at my feet. ^ 

But my heart cries out for the children 
That nestled within my breast. 

And strange, strong yearnings fill my soul i 
With the pangs of a vague unrest ; 

And I feel that the deepest of human thoughts 
Are the thoughts that were ne’er expressed ! 



DAVID B. ALLAN. 


65 


*MM the ruahinfi: of Death's black river, 

The plash of its sallen waves 
Oomes glad and fall a sweeter sound 
To the shores of the life it laves. 

And my soal at the sound leaps upward 
With the joy of a soaring bird, 

Thouffh it falls on iny spirit without a breath. 
And spgaketh without a word ; 

Yet the sweetest of voices to earthly ears 
Is the voice that was never heard. 


DAVID SKEA ALLAN, F.E.I.S., 

•1|^IRST saw the light at Calfsound, Island of Edaj, 
one of the more remote and northerly of the 
Orcadian group, in March, 1840. He says : — 

That oauldnfe month I came to earth, 

An* lighted at a puhr man’s hearth ; 

The bitin’ winds an’ driftin’ snaw 
Cam’ siftin’ thro* thecrackit wa’. 

The circumstances of the family were of the poorest 
kind, and advantages — moral, social, or religious — few. 
His father, a martyr to asthma, was a fisherman, 
cultivating afso a small croft of land. From these 
two sources hr had to provide for the wants of him- 
self, his wife, «Ln aged and cripple parent, and six 
sons. During those years, when the family were 
young and helpless, many days of hardship and penury 
had to be endured. From the scarcity of communi- 
cation between thb Islands, and the primitive state of 
agriculture, the opportunities for employment were 
too few for the population, and the remuneration for 
service done very low, so that the chances of advance- 
ment were small. David’s early days were spent at 
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home, assisting in all kinds of domestic and household 
work. The fact of the family consisting entirely of 
boys caused the younger sons to be pressed into the 
assistance of the mother in cooking, washing, tending 
the cattle, <fec. From about nine years of age, our 
poet was employed with an elder brother in pro- 
secuting' the fishing. During this period many weary 
and dangerous days were spent on the bosom of the 
rough waters. It was no uncommon thing for the 
father and sons to be astir by three or four a.m. in 
winter, and be away in time to reach the more distant 
fishing grounds by day-break, and ^ then toil at the 
oars all day without food. 

Education was then in a most backward condition. 
No properly qualified teacher being located in the Is- 
land, the training of the children was sadly neglected. 
When Mr Allan was seven years of age, hte was sent 
to a dame’s school, where wTiting and counting were 
begun. ‘ , 

Naturally inclined to reading and study, school life 
was a pleasure, while the rough work and habits of 
country life were irksome and distasteful. Learning 
and work went on slowly in an intermittent fashion 
until it became necessary to choose an occupation. 
From early childhood, both by temperament and in- 
clination, the pulpit had been his ambition. If it is 
good to have a high ideal, then he might* be said to 
have always tried to set up such, and follow it as 
earnestly as he could. But, like many niore,. he con- 
fesses that the ideal has always been far in advance 
of the real or actual. Doubtless, however, he has felt 
that these conceptions of nobler conduct and of higher 
thought whibii have instinctively beckoned him on- 
ward and upward, have led him into paths which he 
never should have reached without them. 

The inconstant attendance at school supplied a very 
meagre equipment for entering upon the work of pre- 
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poring tor the ministry. He was, therefore, at the 
age of thirteen, and much against his own inclination, 
set down to learn the tailoring trade. The disappoint- 
ment which his young and buoyant spirit had sustained, 
coupled with the close confinement, told deteri ment- 
ally on his health, which soon broke dowji. For 
restoration, the change sought was a further attend- 
ance at school, after which the remainder of the 
apprenticeship was entered upon, and faithfully served. 
By dint of early rising and diligence during meal- 
houra, time was found for reading and writing. The 
mind was also kef>t from becoming dormant by attend- 
ing a mutual improvement society. His musical 
tastes were developed by his parents, both specially 
gifted — ^the one as a violinist, and the other with the 
gift; of song. Music, therefore, was made a sweetener of 
life, and home by its influence was made cheerful and 
happy. , In his eagerness to obtain a fuller knowledge 
of miisiCjhe travelled alone every week during the winter 
nights a distance of five miles to a church where a class 
had been formed for teaching the “new notation.” 
He says — “ 1 enjoyed the new light which the sol-fa 
shed dpon the difficulties of the staff notation, and the 
power to master it which I felt was being gradually 
acquired. These lonely travels, over rough hill and 
marshy deff, with the twinkling stars looking lovingly 
down upon me, or the lightning flashing brightly 
around, stirred the depths of the impressionable and 
imaginative within me. While wending my homeward 
way the bright Aurora Borealis would often be playing 
its fanciful pranks in the Northern skies, flickering 
and fluttering with ever-varying beauty and entrancing 
forms — at one Amo like rushing armies engaged in 
fiercest conflict, at another like gauzy and electric 
curtains hung around and shifting wdth lightning 
speed to suit the ‘merry dancers '‘as they cantered and 
careered in their midnight frolics round the North Pole.” 
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At the age of eighteen, the first sad breakT in the 
family occurred, one of his brothers being lost at sea 
on the voyage home from India. The promptings and 
whisperings of the muse had been felt and listened to 
before, but this was the first occasion on which the 
publicity of the local press was sought amd obtained. 
Shortly afterwards he removed to Edinburgh, and fol- 
lowed his sedentary employment, but having paid a visit 
to the “ old folks at home,” he was induced to remain 
for a time beside them, as they were now alone, and 
unable to combat with the burdens of their ^ot. 
Crossing to the neighbouring Island of Shapinsay, he 
began business for himself in a small way. Here he 
met his future wife, the daughter of the U.P. 
Minister; but the place did not afford scope for 
progress. Removing his parents to Kirkwall, 
our poet again set out for Edinburgh, and 
subsequently procured a situation in Wishaw, but 
ultimately settled down in Glasgow. Here, in course 
of time, he again began business on his own account, 
but what with limited means, crushing losses, and his 
own delicate health, he was forced to retrench. The 
doctor forbade him to follow his usual occupation,*^ and 
thus, turning the musical knowledge, which he had 
been diligently acquiring, to practical account, he 
obtained a precentorship, and shortly afterwards found 
employment in several schools in the city. ' The foot- 
hold then secured has since become so marked that he 
is recognised as one of the most successful and tt^ented 
music teachers in Glasgow. He has also shown indomit- 
able perseverance in studying for honours at Trinity 
College, every minute being used in trying to reach, 
unaided, the necessary standard. It was, therefore, 
no small gratification to find that he passed in all the 
prescribed examinations, and doubtless his succfiss as 
a teacher may, to some extent, be attributed to the 
fact that he, being “ self-made,” could enter into the 
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fullest sympathy with his pupils, knowing every step 
of the rugged uphill path they had to tread. 

In regard to the “honours” gained by Mr Allan, 
and the literary work he has accomplished during 
these years of hard effort, it might be noted that he, 
in 1869, gained a prize for an essay on»“Drink*8 
Ravages.” From 1877 to 1885, when his health broke 
down, he was precentor in Pollokshields Free Church. 
He is a graduate and licentiate of the SobFa College, 
Loi^don ; a matriculated student of Trinity College, 
London; a fellow of the Educational Institute of Scot- 
land; and recently passed the examination for A. 
Mus., T.C.L. Mr Allan is employed luring the day 
in superintending one of the districts in connection 
with the Glasgow School Board. He also conducts the 
classes for training teachers and leaders of praise in 
connection with the “ Sabbath School Union,” and is 
•conduetor of several Musical Societies. His classes are 
larg6, and the numerous presentations that he has 
received bear testimony to the esteem in which he is 
held. He has 'composed many children’s songs, and 
is editor of a series of song books for schools, and of 
anthems and part-songs for choirs, which have enjoyed 
a wide circulation. 

It will readily be imagined that the writing of verse 
has during^ these active years received but scant atten- 
tion. Nevertheless, in the merest fragments of time, 
he has written much that has been widely appreciated, 
and folind a place in various collections, and in 
magazines and journals at home and abroad. These 
are pleasing and elevating both in sentiment and ex- 
pression. His l^eart is true as it is tuneful, ever show- 
ing in all his productions that he is richly endowed 
with the love of the beautiful and the good. 
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A SEA SONG. 

My bart^ue is bounding o*er the main, 

The wind blows fresh and free, 

The crested wavelets dance around^ 

The land lies far to lee. 

* Then, hurrah ! heave oh ! and away we go, 

So sing we thus, d’ye see, 

For the sailor loves the sniftering breeze 
As he scours the open sea. 

We’ve left behind the murky town. 

And far as eye can see, 

Where plodding swains tend lazy V^ds 
A'browsing on the lea. 

Then, hurrah, &c. 

Now flashing sunbeams gleam and glint. 

The solon skims the sea. 

The gull and mew on careless wing 
Are laughing down to me. 

Then, hurrah, Ac. 

There’s music in the rushing tide, . 

A heart inspiring glee. 

As on from wave to wave my barque 
Goes bounding merrily. 

Then, hurrah, &c. 


Now, trim the snowy sail, my boys. 

For still our song shall be, 

Tho’ foaming spray may leap aboard, 

An ocean life for me.” , 

Then, hurrah, Ac. 

While all aloft is staunch and taut. 

All trig and trim below, 

We’ll troll our cheery song, my b«)ys. 

As merrily on we go. 

Then, hurrah ! heave oh ! and awayrwe go, 
Still sing we thus, d'ye see, 

For the sailor loves his tidy Imrque, 

His home on the open sea. 
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THE WORLD IS PULL OF MUSIC. 

The world la full of mnaio, 

The day is full of song:, 

Sweet Toices, low and tender, 

Are singling all night long. 

echoes that are sounding 
Down by the booming sea, 

From wild deer lightly bounding, 

Or lambkin leaping free. 

’ From 6ight of sailing swallow. 

Or twitter of the wren ; 

From fields or ploughed or fallow. 

From haunta of busy men. 

From drowsy insect humming, 
Or*murmur of the breeize ; 

From birds all going— comin", 

Or rustling of the trees^ 

There come soft fairy^ whispers 
With music’s thrilling sway, 

Like infant angel lispers 
Low singing all the day. 

The bright-eyed laughing morning. 

With smiles of polden mirth, 

And gloaming’s rich adorning 
Still charm the listening earth ; 

The. twinkling stars that gleaming 
Begem the dome of night, 

The sun's full glory streaming 
In symphonies of light. 

The bursting flower that bloweth. 

The fading falling leaf — 

Its own sweet song each knoweth, 

^ E’en though its life be brief, 

The mountain, tall and hoary. 

The stainless falling snow. 

The clouds that sail in glory 
• With shadows dark below, 

Make melody for listeners 
And anthems for the free, 

But — the music of the true heart 
Is sweeter far to roe. 

• 

. The tempest's wildest roaring. 

With rooks and trees upriven ; 

The rain-clouds ceaseless pouring 
Their blessing cups from heaven ; 

Old Ocean’s fiercest raving 
And hunger-madden’d roar,*^ 
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When towering billows waving 
Engulf the trembling shore ; 
The noisy brook that brawleth 
And hasteth on its way. 

The cataract that falleth 
In rainbow cloud of spra^ ; 

The dewy tear-drop glistening 
In flow'ret's weeping eye^ 

Or nature's solemn listening 
When calm o'erspreads the sky ; 
In voiceless speech — or thunder— 
Their thrilling tones are given 
To wake the soul's deep mnsio 
And point the way to heaven. 


SONG. 


Would I were a pretty flower, 
Op’ning tender leaves and sweet, 

Breathing fragrance every hour. 
Kissing dewdrops when we meet ; 

I would strew my tinted leaves, 
Pour my perfumes in the air, 

All to soothe the heart that heaves 
In the bosom of my fair. 

,Or a mellow winking star. 

Sparkling gem in crown of night. 

Peeping, watching from afar. 

Ever shining, calm aztd bright. 

I'd a soften'd radiance shed. 

Starry beams of silvery hue. 

O’er the path and on the head 
Of my loved one, kind and true. 

Scattering cheer-li^ht, mildly sweet. 
Blinking, beck'ning ever on, 

Chasing gloom before her feet , 

As she moves to joys unknown. 

No sweet star or flower am I, 

World immense or flora small ; 

Gorgeous earth or spangled sky, 
liueless, loveless, they are aU. 
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iSetter far a soal where grows 
Wreaths of constant, quenchless love, 
Gems that ne'er their lustre lose, 
Brightening still in spheres aboYe. 


Thus we’ll love while life doth last, 
Nouglit the tie will sever ; 

And when mortal life is past 
Love we then for ever. 


GOME KAISE YOUR STRAINS. 


Gome raise vonr strains of gladness, 
The chherfol notes prolong. 

And banish all your sadness, 

In glad exultant song. 

Sing, boys, your loud hosannas, 

And swell the tuneful lay ; 

Ye maidens lend the ohorns 
Your sweetest melody. 


Tis good that thus our voices, 

. In blended tones should rise, 
For nature all rejoices. 

And praises fill the skies ; 
Then wake the joyful ohorus, 
To Him who reigns above, 
And tell to all around us 
Of One whose name is Love. 


The brightsome day is coming, 
The City full of light. 

The ambient mansions pearly. 
The anthems of delight ; 
Wheq all the ransom’d children. 
In one triumphant throng. 
Shall pass the heavenly portals. 
And sing an endless song. 


THE NAUGHTY BOY. 

Johnnwwas a naughty boy, Heigb-how ! heigb-how ! 
Sair his niither he’d annoy, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 
Laudin', daffin’, fu' o’ fun, loopin’ doon the stair he’d run. 
Firin’ aff his pop-gun, Heign-how ! heigh-how I 
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Johnny’s comforts were bat sma', Heig^h-how 1 heigh-how I 
A bite an’ soup, an’ that was a’, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 
Johnny aye thro’ wind an* west ran aboot wi’ bare feet, 

Played at rounders on the street, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! * 

Johnny’s “Ma,” wi* muckle pain, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 
To the Bchule door brought the wean, Hej,gh-how ! heigh-how ! 
*'Sir,”'Bay8 she, ’’it's ower true, the buy I've reared, the Sohule 
Brod noo 

Mann try what they wi’ him can do, Heigh-how ! heigh-how !” 

The maiater says, ” My little man, Heigh-how ! heigh-how 1 
Gome awa’ an’ try our plan, Heigh-how I heigh-ho^y I 
Read an’ count as weel’a ye can ; if you wont—then understan’ 
Ye’ll get liffies on each haun', Heigl^-how ! heigh-how I” 

Johnny wasna smairt ava, Heigh-how I heigh-how I 
Aft his face was at the wa', Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 

Ne’er he felt it a disgrace, aft to stand in Boobie’s place, 

Suckin' thumbs or screwin’ face, Heigh-how I heigh-how ! 

When the schule got out he’d run, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 
Aff to hae some better fun, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 

Ne’er a lesson e’er be learned, tbo’ the maister ower hiip yearned, 
Ne’er a ’’grant ” he ever earned, Heigh-how 1 heigh-how ! 

Nou his Rchiile-days a’ are past, Heigh-how ! heigh-how ! 
Johnny’s got to work at last, Heigh-how 1 heigh-how 1 
As he toils for daily brede, noo be feels his muckle ne^sd 
O’ mair learnin’ in his held, Heigh-how, heigh-how 1 
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. ANDREW PATERSON MELVILLE 

A S born in Edinburgh in 1867. He was 
educated at the Edinburgh Collegiate School, 
and after going through the classical course there he, 
in 1883, tied fqr the duxship of this school with 
another pupil, each receiving a gold medal. In the 
same year he proceeded to the University, where he 
passed through the curriculum of the Arts Course, 
and is now in the midst of that of Law, in which he 
has taken honours in the classes he hr 3 attended. 
With the view of adopting that profession he entered 
the office of a firm in Edinburgh. His literary 
tastes ^rst asserted themselves at an early age. At 
school he sometimes wrote rhymes, and on the 
closing day of his last session there, a ** Lament by 
the Sixth Class on leaving School,” was the object of 
some amusement to both teachers and scholars. In the 
following year he was joint editor of the “ Collegiate 
Quarterly,” a school magazine of respectable pro- 
portions, ^hich only appeared twice, but was th^ out- 
come of the literary instruction some of its contributors 
had received, they having either just left school or 
being still in \t. He has since contributed many 
verses to the columns of the North British Advertiser 
and LadM Journal, where, under the nom de plume of 
Bernard Harden lie has written in prose ; while, as a 
strong Home Ruler for Scotland and a patriotic Scot, 
he has written several long political articles which 
appeared in the Dunfermline Saturday Press, and other 
newspapers. He h^ also contributed verses to The 
Sun, a weekly London magazine, and other periodicals. 
Besides those pieces already published, he has written 
many . of a longer nature, which have never been 
printed, among which are several metrical plays for 
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private acting, from one of which — “ May-day for 
all ” — the song, “ On a braw, braw nicht, in the month 
of May,*’ is taken. Mr Melville looks closely and 
lovingly at the world around. His reflective poems 
are generally terse and bright, and they are all marked 
by deep feeling, descriptive power, 'and poetic tender- 
ness. 


THE VOICES OP NATURE. 


There is mueic all around 
When the winds are hushed and still ; 

There are fairy voices lisping 
In the ripple of the lill ; 

There is music on the mountains 
When the summit hides the sun ; 

There is melody in meadows 

When the reaper’s work is done. 

There are whispers from a country, 

That is distant far from ours, 

In the ocean-shell abandoned. 

And the petals of the flowers ; 

There is language, though unspoken, 
There is music to our ears. 

That all speaks of something future 
To a passing ** vale of tears.” 

There’s a stillness in the valley, 

There’s a song in everjr air ; 

And the wanderer, hearing, listens 
To the burdens borne him there ; 

There’s a murmur in the forest,^ 

And a language in the trees ; ' ^ 

There’s a sighing and a whisper 
In the gentle evening breeze. 

There’s a gladness in the oo^an 
As it dances free and gay,^ 

There's a song in all the wavelets 
As they toss and break in play ; 

There is music in the waters ' 

When they beat upon the shore, 

When thev roll upon the shingle, 

When they lightly pass it oW. 
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*TiB a soiig many voices 
Who are singing Nature’s glee, 

There’s a chorus and an echo, 

There’s a wond’rous harmonv ; 

And the woods, and vales, and mountains. 
And the ocean, and the air 
Are singing still the story 
Of a worn that’s passing fair I 

They are singing sweet and blithely 
Of a happy world and gay, 

Are they tiling of a better 
When this one has passed away ? 

^hey sing all the varied anthems, 

And they whisper of the lore 
Of that glorious after-cotintr^, 

Of some distant amaranthine shore ! 


THE WANDERER’S RETURN. 

Sweet* is the shot in childhood’s years I knew, 

Where the laburnum gilded many a way, 

And sweet Jbhe trellis where the ruses grew. 

And hpneysuckle climbing, wantoned gay. 

Sweet was the kies of Flora every morn 
Greeting our advent from our slumber’s rest ; 

And we rejoiced with.Nature to adorn 
Our humble home — ah ! those were days too blest, 

And memory floods them on me, nor waits my slow behest. 

Yes, it was sweet-^our little village trim, 

With flowering cottages and gardens bright ; 

And every nook 1 loved, and every whim 
Of schoolboy Ufe, comes back to me to-night. 

I’ve chased the butterfly adown the vale, 

Shouting what time I all but brought him low ; 

Yet ever he would rise and lightly sail 
Into the fairer v^orld above hb foe, 

As weary souls look upward when life’s cruel tempests blow. 

I’ll ne'er forget the village sweet, where I 
Had home and all the comforts I could seek. 

Where my fond parents passed my lapses bv, 

And pressed a loving lip against n^ cheek. 

Had 1 not fled — oh ! foolish boy 1 I fled— 

Had I bidi lingered with them, then to-night 

They^ prayiflg for me, would have smiled instead. 

If BO kind Heaven has spared them. Love has might — 
Perobaooe they live by hope— for hope makes sorrows Ught 
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Yet I am far from home, where Rhadowa falj, 

And where the moonbeaiiiR with the church-tower play. 

Around me, too, they gather, welcome all, 

A.nd apeaking peace to aid my cloaing way. 

Time has no lure to cause me to forget— ^ 

Home I have come — if still their home it be — 

But, ah ! 1 know not if they live here yet, 

J know not if 1 now can hope to see * 

The dear ones that I loved — i know that they loved me. 

Hide, gentle moon, behind the tower a space ! 

Ye diamond-glimmering stars, your brilliance pale ! 

Id darkness and in sunshine every place 
Is known to me, and all the silent vale. 

Oh ! hide the little cottage that was oars. 

Wherein I spent my happy early years ; 

In silver gitld no longer leaves and flowers. 

Which hut call up my penitential tears. 

Oh ! gentle light, withdraw thy ray, till each one disappears. 

There is a fountain in my heart of hearts 
That needs no summons ere it spring full-tree, 

And in the instant that its flood tide starts 
It bears a saddened memory back to me : 

And e’en that little glimmer on the stream 
Slides deep into my soul with calm rebukb. 

And on the wood, like in Elysian dream. 

With dew-dimmed eyes and retrospect I look. 

Hashed by its wondrous beauty and the babble of the brook. 

If night be night, and if for hearts opprest 
There is a time when they can flncf repose, 

Then with sweet solitude let me be blest — 

Let darkness shroud me, bury all my woes ; 

And so, if morn should dawn, ITl stand otlce more, 

My^ past forgotten, on that threshold dear ; 

And if they live — ere yet the lark’s song’s o’er 
Then i shall be forgiven — ah, what choer 
To cause ine-diide the tardy hours till orient rays appear ! 


1 love thee, thou sweet bauilet, more and more, 

And absence could not steal from thee thy place ; 

Now, as I stand, where oft I stood hhfore, 

I own I love thee truly, face to face. 

I own no spot that’s fairer, far or near, 

My home is sweetest, and it is must fair. 

Nor has the universal region a more dear 
Or happier spot than lies before me there. 

Kissed by the moonbeams sweet and girt with mountain air. 
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Here shalfl pasB the earl^ watch by night— 

Not many noiira will wing before the dawn ; 
Here 1 phall rest, and with the rising light 
Wait for some erat*knnwn faces on the lawn. 
Then, if they be where they were eirer found, 

This post I reached last hour 111 soon forsake. 

Oh ! haste, sweet time I and oh, for one dear sound 
To say the songsters of the grove awake 1 
A little moment then will be until the day do break 1 

^JOYOUS DAYS. 

Joyous days we've spent in roaming 
In the sunshine and the gloaming. 

Gaily, when the day was brightest, 

Trod whertf’er the sand was whitest. 
Happy, when the morn was waking, 
Sought the meadow, sands forsaking ; 
Laughed and sang when merry dancing 
Every mirthful eye love glancing — 

Lo vedign tr glancing 
Graced our dancing, 

Smiles entrancing 

^ade our sport the more enhancing, 

As we skipped or roved together, 

Through the bracken and the heather, 

And revelled in the gay spring weather 1 

Butterflies full often chasing, 

« We have wandered, health embracing; 
Raced the bee her ^loy fulfilling, 

Ever for new mischief willing. 

Tossed the hay upon the meadow ; 

Chased each ever lengthening shadow, 
Grosc^ipd the streamlet, vainly trying 
To secure the trout there flying— 

Never sighing, 

Ever vieing, 

* Love-knots tieing 
As our gay pursuits we're plying I 
Ah ! we drank life’s well together. 

As we roved through heath and heather 
Laughing in all kinds of weather ! 

ON A BRAW, BRAW NIGHT. 

On %braw, braw nich^ i* the month o' May, 
When the cushie baa gone to her nest, 

' Roved a laddie alane by the burn an* the brae, 
Wi’ bis sorrow and trouble opprest. 
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He sighed as he gaed, wi* a tear in his e’e, 

And his heart was sad as it aye oonld he. 

For a sair, sair lad at the time was he — 

And the mune was shinin' clearly. 

When the laverock sang i’ the sky i* morn, 

. And the mavises cheeped on the ^ee, 

O 1 wae was a heart when the news was borne 
That her laddie his life couldna dree I 
For he slept wi* the kelpies huzzhing him low 
When his lassie was fashed and she lo*ed no mo’, 
And now she maun greet and the tears gar flow, 
And the sun was shinin' early. 

SONNET, ► 

Sink, sink I O sun, in splendid glorv rolled. 

Sink in the ocean of the great unknown, 

That marks the confines of the mortal zone ; 

Sink in the light that tiprthe hills with gold l 
Now see, beloved, how that might untold ' * 

Parts from his love with manv a fond embrace, 
And lingers yet to gaze upon her face 
So sweet and fair, ere yet dear night enfold 
In tender slumber all her dales and hills 4 
O 1 while he lingers, kissing yet his bride 
Ere he departs, and missions new fulfils, 

Upraise thine eyes — I’ll hold thee to my side. 
And whisper these dear words we've said befory— 
” 1 love my darling, and for evermore.” 
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ROBERT PRINGLE, 

a Berwickshire poet, and is a native of the 
^ town of Buns. We are not certain as to the 
time of his birth, but, judging from the date of his 
earliest published pieces, we conclude it was about the 
years 1841-42.' He was educated at the parish school, 
and afterwards held the position of pupil-teacher in 
in the* same institution. During this time he made 
the acquaintance of Mr R. M’ Calder — already noticed 
in this work — and a firm friendship sprung up between 
them, no doubt the result of their simiiarity of tastes 
and bent of mind. It was their delight, when oppor- 
tunity offered, to make pilgrimages to various places 
of historic interest in the neighbourhood, and after- 
wards enabody their impressions in verse. Removing 
to Edinburgh to attend the Normal School — while his 
friend remained behind to finish his apprenticeship — 
they kept up a correspondence for several years — most 
of their letters being written in "verse. 

After * finishing his education at Edinburgh, Mr 
Pringle removed to Forfar, where he held the position 
of Latin-master in the Academy. While there, he 
continued his contributions to the Berwickshire Adver- 
tiser and to other newspapers, and also arranged for 
the publication of a volume of his writings, under the 
title of “The Schoolmaster, and other Poems.” Later, 
he published some scholastic works of a high order. 
He is now' settled as the head of an educational 
institution near Manchester. Not having seen a copy 
of his poetical wrftings, the selections given here are 
from his earliest fugitive pieces. These are full oi' 
natural tenderness, and evince excellent reflective 
powers on the part of the young poet, as well as grace- 
ful feeling and warm pathos. 
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THE POET»S WISH. 

Wheti the earlv morn is beaiuing 
O’er the earth with joyous ray, 
And the purple elouds are gleaming 
*Neath Auroras golden sway ; 
Tht^n I love alone to wander 

0*er the meads, and o'er the plain, 
Sparkling with their dewy grandeur, 
Bright as pearls of the main. 

When the king of light is sitting 
On his glowing noon-day throne* 
And a thousand beauties flitting. 
Dazzle all the ethereal zone ; 

Then 1 love to sit and rest m^ 

’Neath a greenwood's leafy shade. 
By some cooling crystal fountain. 
Dancing in the summer glade. 

When the lamp of day is fading 
On the hoary mountain crest. 

And the vesper star is beaming 
’M.ong the cloudlets of the west ; 
Then I love to list the singing 
Of the warblers of the grov^ 
Welcoming the twilight’s coming 
With their happy songs of love. 

When the silver moon is streaming 
Gently through the leafy dell. 

And the wearied earth is areaming 
'Neath the Boftness of her spell ; 
Then, how sweet to watch her glory ! 

Queen among the orbs of light. 
Shading all the stars in beauty, 
Throwing gladness o'er the night. 

When the golden showers are falling 
From the dropping sunny sky, 

And the rainbow arch is smiling 
'Mong the dewy clouds on high ; 
When the angry winds are howling 
O’er the tempest-troubled main, 

A nd the billows are as mountains 
Kissing on the ocean plain. 

When the thunder-ohnid is breaking 
O’er a world, pa{e with, fear. 

And the lofty bills are shaking 
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• ’Neath ite load and angry roar ; 

When the lurid lightning flaBhen, 

With its red and fiery gleam, 

Dancing ’mong the thunder-ehaeme, 
Glancing from the mountain stream. 

. Sweet ! Oh ! sweet, those tempest glories 
•Are unto the poet’s soul ; 

Oft he lists unto their roioes 
As they wildly o’er him roll ; 

Then his breast is filled with rapture, 
Th^n it beats with glowing fire. 

While responsive to its throbbing 
Wildly sounds the swelling lyre. 


AUBOK A. 

Dead darkness* gloomy reign is o’er, 

His ray less triumph swells no more, 

Fol now the dusky shades of night 
Disperse before Aurora’s light, 

.Whose glory gilds the eastern hills, 

And paints in gold the murmuring rills. 

See ! blackening clouds his presence fly. 
And epeedr across the glimmering sky ; 
See ! wreaths of umber gird his throne 
• And beautify th’ ethereal zone ; 

While, subject to his potent sway, 

A thousand beauties round him play. 

Now o'er the heavens in crested pride, 
Hiri beainin^ car is seen to ride. 

Until he gains in bright array 
The keystone of the arch of day. 

Then nature wears her sweetest smile, 
And birds with sweetest notes beguile 
The circling hours ; while all the while 
The woods and forests join the song. 

And zephyrs waft the notes along, 

• 

But now his race draws near a close, 
Though yet his orb with beauty glows, 
^nd still his flaming chariot burns. 

As terra on her axle turns. 

Until, beneath the criiiisoued west, 

He Rides his form, and sinks to rest. 
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THE VIRTUE WELL! 

A MINERAL BPBINO NEAR DUNS. 


0*er-branched with waving shadows, 
Within a grassy dell, 

Beside the virtue water, 

Springs the virtue well : 

In aays of old we loved it. 

We love it now the same ; 

And on the dome above it 
The Bohool-boy carved his name. 

On early morn in summer, 

At dewy evening too — 

Boys and girls we wandered ^ 

Where the rushes grew ; 

We drank the healing waters 
Flowing from the well ; 

And laughing sauntered homewards. 
Our happiness to tell. 

The old man from the village 
With tottering footsteps came 
To sip the cooling fountain, 

The young men did the same. 

And, as the tinted sunset 
Yellowed all the dell. 

Young maidens, too, came singing 
And tripping to the well. 


And often when the moonbeams 
Softly fell from heaven. 

And from the day’s dull labour 
Best, sweet rest was given, ^ 
Lovers met beside it 
To tell each other’s love, 

Where naught could hear their story 
But the pale moon above. '' 


Bunny, sunny memories ! 

Ghosts of joys gone by I ^ 
’Tis sweet to revel in dreamland. 
Yet still it brings a sigh ; 
Mayhap the past was sunshine. 
The future sleeps in shadd. 
And pleasures fondly tasted 
Bloomed, but again to fade. 
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JOHN MALCOLM BULLOCH, M.A., 

T1YIT|H0SP] clever f>er% de Mciktk we are pleased to 
be able to bring more prominently before the 
public, was borfl in Aberdeen in 1867. Educated at 
the Grammar Schools of New and Old Aberdeen, Mr 
Bulloch entered King’s College in 1884, and graduated 
in 1888, 

It not too much to say that, although Mr 
Bulloch is yet a young man, he has already given 
ample proof that hts literaiy abilities are of a superior 
and cultured order. Gifted with a literary taste, 
inherited from his grandfather, John Bulloch, 
senior, the well-known Shakespearian critic ; and 
yet more pupminently brought before the public by 
his father, Mr John Bulloch, in his able works (notably 
“George JLamesone, the Scottish Vandyck”), the subject 
of our ^etch has successfully courted the Muse, and 
has made for himself a prominent place among the great 
band of Scottish Poets, particularly as a writer of that 
delightful old school, w^hich owes its foundation to 
Villon in the 15th century, and its revival in recent 
years to the cultivated and elegant work of Mr Andrew 
Lang and Mr Austin Dobson. 

Apart from being gifted with the power of facile 
rhyming, Mr Bulloch has done valuable work in the 
fields of antiquarianism and bibliography, tasks which 
one would naturally look for from an older pen 
than his. 

It is, however, as u maker of verses that we have to 
speak of him, and the fact that his poems have occa- 
sionally been presented to the public through the 
columns of Judy is enough to stamp Mr Bulloch’s work 
with thtf hall-mark of a successful and pleasing 
writer. Verses from his ready pen have also been pub- 
lished in the pages of a^d Peneil (Glasgow), Alnuk 
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Mater (the oldest university paper in Scotland, of 
which he, at one time, ^as one of the editors), The 
Student (Edinburgh), that racy and clever comic 
weekly Bon- Accord of Aberdeen, as well as the local 
daily press. «• 

Though Mr Bulloch has not as yet published any 
book of his own, his poetry has found a place in Mr 
Gleeson White’s Anthology of the Old French School 
(London, 1887), he being one of the few Scotchmen 
quoted in the pages of that charming collection. Mr 
Bulloch’s pen is an untiring one, ^nd that his verses 
are graceful throughout, the following selection will 
bear testimony : 


THE WATCHER. 

When the sun sinks low and the stars come forth, 
And the sea runs wild in its foam, < 

She stands on the pier in the wild, cold north 
To watch till the boats come home. 

When the morning breaks, and the cold, grey dawn 
Encircles the sky’s great dome, ' 

She lingers still, like a hovering fawn. 

To watch till the boats come home. 

And she croons this lilt, in sad, low key — 

** Oh, lang does my true luve roam ; ^ 

But it’s I maun wait by the saut, saut sea, 

To watch till the boats come home.” 


A FISHY FANCY. 

When yon angle, angle, angfe 
With the fliest little spangle. 
Which you dangle, dangle, dangle 
In the air. 

Lest my gullet you should mangle 
With that fascinating fangle — 
Which is hard to disentangle— 

I take care. 
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Mid the cresses, cresses, cresses^ 

1 conceal me in recesses, 

While your guesses, guesses, guesses. 
Go amiss, 

!For I shun the fond caresses 
Of a Jlp un who atldresses 
In a n^nner that professes 
To be bliss. 


It will glitter, glitter,' glitter, 

On toe pebble bottom twitter, 

To embitter — ^bitter — bitter 

All my pranks. 
But instead I often titter 
As I wateh the patient sitter. 
Who for hoars on end will fritter 
On the banks. 


And I rally, rally, rally 
Like a rower in a galley, 

I dally, dally, &lly 

with the hook. 

Then ** I make a sudden sally,’* 

O/ “ I bicker down the valley,” 
Just to quote the words of ** Ally ” 
In his Brook. 


But that netter, netter, netter, 
Is as watchful as a setter, 

And it’s better, better, better 
To sing low. 

I imagine I'm a debtor 
To the angling woe begettor, 
And that some day in his fetter 
I must go. 


BALLADE OF OLD MAGAZINES. 


Away in the lumber<room dusty, 
Piled up Olathe dustier door, 

’Mid armour and harquebuss rusty, 
And bric-a<brac fashioned of yore; 

* Bestrewed ’tnong a wonderful store 
Of gitwns that were gorgeously worn, 
Lie heaps of old magazine-lore 
Forgotten, and dusty and torn. 
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Ah ! there in the pages now musty, 

And foxed to the veriest core, 

You’ll 6nd all the prosy and crusty 
Remarks of some wearisome h(»re, 

And the rhymes in which lovers adore 
Their Cynthias, “bright as the morn/’ 

The sonnets in which they’d implore— 
Forgotten and dusty and torn. * 

The moralist, tediously fusty, 

Penned platitudes trite, by the score ; 
Romances were sickly, ne’er lusty 
Though o'er them “ fair readers ”^did pore. 
Ah 1 mighty the dross, while the ore i 
Is small in these pages forlorn — 

’Tis a fact that we cannot ignore — 
Forgotten and dusty and torn. 


Consigned to oblivion’s shore, 

0 voices, forgotten to scorn. 
Tour bodies are withered and hoar. 
Forgotten and dusty and torn ! 


MT BOOKS. 


(rondeau.) 

My well-thumbed books ! to whom I bring « 
Oft times a heart that longs to fling 
Behind it all life’s cankering pelf. 

And find in some neglected shelf 
The halm of rest— to you I sing. 


Time, ever fleeting on the wing. 

Brings summer, autumn, winter, spring, 
But never veers, your constant self. 
My well-thumbed books I * 


^Then stricken sore by fortune's sling, 
when human friendships, chilling, ring 
j , A parting knell, like shivering delf, 

^ ' In you we find a tranquil elf« 

To soothe each bitter smarting sting, 

My well-thumbed books ! 
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WILLIAM STEWART 

M as born in 1835 at Aberlour, where his father, 
who belonged to the farming class, had 
tilled the same farm for thirty-five years. Through 
failing health he had to give up the farm, and he 
removed his family to the neighbouring village of 
Rothes in Morayshire, where he died in 1848. At 
school he made very little progress, beyond committing 
to memory every scrap of poetry in his reading book. 
After a brief period at school, the subject of the pre- 
sent sketch was “herd laddie” to a farmer for six 
months, and subsequently he was apprenticed to a 
shoemaker in Rothes. His apprenticeship finished 
rsLpH^r abruptly, for he took “French leave” on. a 
Sunday — his entire stock of ready-money being two- 
pence hal/fpenny. After working in various places, 
from Forres to Aberdeen, he married, and he and his 
youthful partner went to Aberdeen, where he resided 
for the next twenty years. There he was chiefly 
employed in the shop-keeping line. Our poet’s next 
change was to the “Kingdom of Fife,” where he 
settled for two-and-a-half years, when he crossed the 
Forth ; although, had it not been for the want of 
“gowd an’ gear” then, he would have preferred 
to have crossed the Atlantic. Indeed, he went the 
length of writing a now pretty popular song, “ I’m noo 
gaun awaf” as k farewell, for a time, to his wife. He 
has ever since lived in “ Auld Reekie,” and, though 
his working hours are generally from eight in the 
morning to nine at night, and often three or four 
hours longer on Saturdays, he still continues to culti- 
vate the muse with considerable vigour. Many of his 
poetical sketches of Scottish life and character are full 
of freshness and originality, and commend themselves 
by their natural force and hearty homespun qualities. 
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THB-LAND BEYOND THE SEA. 

Would r ffive up my freedom, ie it that you aek of me f 
When all the freedom I deeire is still to be with thee— 

To have you ever near me, and to see you all the while, 

With your pretty face to cheer me, when I return from toil. 

« 

To have our little cabin, with its clean hearthstone and floor, 

Its white walls and its roof of thatch, and flower-plot at the door — 
To see you moving out and in, in your quiet, cheerful way. 

That’s the freedom I have wished for, as the lark might watch 
for day. 

But the dear old home is crumbling, and falling to decay} 

And I must seek another home, in a country far away, 

Where the fields have endless beauty, and the flowers are rainbow 
bright, 

And the grandeur of the landscape fills with wonder and delight. 

Then you will go with me, darling, to that land beyond the sea, 
And we will make a bright new home, where all,,they say, are 
free ; 

But we must visit mother’s grave before we go away, 

Where father sleeps beside her, near the chapel old and grey. • 

And we will cull a wreath of flowers, with shamrock leaves en- 
twined, ^ > 

And place it on their hallowed mounfl, to kiss the evening wind ; 
Then bid farewell t<» Ireland — the country of our birth — 

With all its cares, and trials, and its laughter-moving mirth. 

The homh of our forefathers, the land we love so well, 

Where we spent our happy childhood, roaming over copse and 
dell ; 

May the healing peace of freedom come on our dear fatherland. 
Is our parting wish for Irelan<i, as we leave its rock-bound strand. 


THE BELLE O’ LASSWADE. 

There was nae ane mair carefu’ in a’ the gate-end, 

Wi* the wark in their ban* or the plans they had laid ; 
Or a handier, either to mak’ or to mend, • 

Wad ye find in yer travels than Johnnie Kincaid. 

He was wonderfu’ ready wi’ needle an* thread, * 

An* con’d dam auld stockin’s, as weel’s mak* the new ; 
He wad snod up a house, an’ bake his ain bread 
In a way to surprise ye, an’ equalled by few. 
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* 

The boose that he lived in he higgit himser, 

Baith glazed a* the windows, an* theckit the roof ; 

Then dyket his garden., an* sank a new well — 

'' O’ carefu’ industry this surely was proof. 

Now his odds-an’-ends' business had grown on his han’s, 

An’ took up a’ thestime that he had at command : 

Tho’ tireless at wark. the pats an* the pans 
Showed a lack o* the care o* a mistress’s hand. 

But he vowed in ibraid Scotch be “ wad ne’er tak* a wife ” — 
Keep somebody’s daughtei ! that wad be a trade ; 

But he gat sic a frioht, as maist cost him his life, 

When he met Bonnie Mary, the Belle o' Lasswade. 

* 

She ca'd on some errand, but Johnnie sang dum’, 

Look’d sheepish an* awkward, yet a’ the time glade ; 

Tho’ glib tongued an’ active, now silent an* glum, 

In the presence o’ Mary, the Belle o* Lasswade. 

The brawest ydbng lass he bad ever yet seen — 

She jumbled the judgment o’ Johnnie Kincaid 

Wi’, the che^ry-like ways, an' the lauchin’ blue een, 

O* pawjcie young Mary, the Belle o’ Lasswade. 

Noo, he con’d get nae rest, sleep departit his een — 

Gaed at nicht thrno,the fields, wantin’ bonnet or plaid ; 

Then the folks shook their heads, tho’ he seldom was seen, 
Freens, they thooht, shonld look after poor Johnnie Kincaid. 

But he phickit up speerit ae day in a hurry, 

Richt throe the Esk Biver be actually wade ; 

Then the neighbours looked blue when they saw sic a scurry, 
Nae lesslthan {;lean daft noo was Johnnie Kincaid. 

Johnnie poppit the question, an’ Mary said “Tes ! ” 

An' the folks' wqpe amazed in the ** Toon ” an* Lasswade ; 

That question, Fm sure, ony blockhead could guess. 

Made Mary the dawtie o' Johnnie Kincaid. 

Now, the sharpest o’ men, tho’ alert for the warl. 

An’ count cent-per-cent like the clerk o’ a bank. 

At connubial arranged) ents aye rate not an’ snarl, 

E’en misca’ wedded bliss as a fraik or a prank. 

But Cupid Yh waiting till Mary appear. 

Then twang goes the bow, an’ the arrow sticks fast ; 

An’ the purse that was stocket wi* caution an* fear 
Is laid on love’s altar wi’ glee at ihe last. 



MODRBN 8GOTT1SH POBT&. 


WILLIE WADDIE. 

Ayont the river Spey a mile. 

In Jane o’ eighteen thirty-five, 

When nature wore her gayeet stnile, 
Was added to the human hive — 

Wee helpleBB Willie Waddie. , 

The cottage causht the eunny ray 
'Mong corn-fields .an* waving broom, 
(The twelfth was^ Friday, by the way, 
As ten was striking in the room 
They welcome Willie Waddie. 

The sympathetic neighbour wives 
Cam’ flockin’ roon in twas and threes, 
Wi‘ anxious care for “ mither's lives,” 
An’ leave some hardly- won bawbees — 
To hansel Willie Waddie. 


An’ ilka year that's come an’ gane r 
The “ Friday’s luck ” has followed him 
He never fand the airt to glean, 

Blit frowning fortune, stern and grim. 
Aye stared at Willie Waddie. 

Yet hopefu’ like he’s fouchten Ipng, 

Th<i’ trachled sair wi' backward ways, 
He still can lilt a wee bit sang, 

As sunny blinks on wintry days — 

They lichten Willie Waddie. 

To elevate his brither man, 

To equalise Dame Nature's gifts, ^ 
Was first an* foremost in his plan — 

Nae double-dealing quirky shifts 
Fand place wi’ Willie Waddie., 

To ’fend the weak again* the strong, 

To fan the fire o’ worth to flame, 

To trample under foot the wrong 
An’ lessen care, was aye the aim 
O’ hopefu’ Willie Waddie. • 

Tho’ time may shortly clip his wing, 

An* land him in his mither’s lap. 

He hopes that some may like to sing 
When he has got his hin’most hap-* 
The sangs o* Willie Waddie. 
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WHEN A* THAT TOIL. 


When a’ that toil the warld o'er 
Are free to wander hame — 

I’ll meet thee in the twilioht hoar, 
Middav’H expiring flame. 

The blilbkhird on the rowan tree, 
The robin in the dell. 

In wantonness o’ happy glee. 

Like me, their love will tell. 


The shortest day In a* the year 
Is lang awa frae thee ; 

But time ^ides by when thou art near, 
An chills o’ winter flee. 

In leafy June the brightest day 
Is dark and drear to me ; 

But sweetly ahines the passing ^ay 
When hand-in-hand wi’ thee. 


Gen fortune sair upon me frown, 
• An’ drive me o'er the sea ; 

If riches e’er my labours crown 
I’ll hie me back too thee. 

The friged warld, cauld an* dour, 
sneer at love like mine ; 
But ril contented hail the hour 
That lays my hand in thine. 


Should life's grim foe my steps o’ertake, 
An’ seal the warl' for me, 

My faltering heart afore it break 
Will heave a sigh for thee. 

The fire an’ force o’ human will 
May fail an' die away, 

^'Bnt springtide love will linger stUl, 

An^ cheer oar latest day. 


Now bright an’ happy be your day, 

Tho’ fate may darken mine ; 

M^ cauldriff care ne’er come your way 
To blight your golden prime. 

When mellow autumn's falling leaves 
Succeed your summer fair, 

Then tentie bind life’s scattered sheaves, 
An* garner them with care. 
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Tho* glimmering grnwH the weary lioh‘i>/ 
An’ bleak winds rudely i>law ; 

The mirkest hour o' a’ the nicht 
Is darkest near the daw. 

When fareweel ooines, as come it will^ 
An' we maun gang awa, 

Let faith be your sheet-anchor still, 

For that will conquer a'. ‘ c 


COLIN SPALDING. 

subject of this notice was born at the farm 
of East Mill, parish of Eattray, Perthshire, in 
1826 — “the year of the short corn.” His father soon 
afterwards left the farm, and subsequently settled 
down in Blairgowrie. Colin was the fotirth son of a 
family of ten, some of whom ultimately went to 
America, Australia, and India. Our poet was employed 
for a time as a cook and confectioner in Edinburgh, 
but the confinement and long hours told so much on 
his naturally weak constitution that he was compelled to 
look out for other employment. It was his good fortune 
to meet a gentleman who was in w'aut of a young man 
to act as valet and travelling steward to a younger 
brother of the Marquis of Ailsa — Lord Nigel Kennedy, 
who had just been appointed one of the attaches at 
the British Embassy at Holland, where his uncle, Sir 
Edward Cromwell Desborough, was Ambassador. On 
receiving the appointment, he entered on the duties 
with pleasure to himself and satisfaction to his Lord- 
ship. He continued four years in the situation, 
and during that time he was scqircely more than a- 
week or two in one place. His Lordship had many in- 
troductions to the best families in France an^ Belgium, 
Germany, and Spain, at all the principal Emba,ssies 
and Consulates. As our poet was in attendance, he 
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had many*opportunitie8 of seeing men and manners. 
After leaving his Lordship, Mr Spalding was engaged 
in several similar situations, and ultimately became a 
hotel keeper in Hamilton, where he spent twenty years 
in active work, and recently retired from business. 
He is now abl^ to indulge to a greater extent his 
taste for literary pursuits. Mr Spalding has written 
many vigorous and thoughtful verses— mostly, how- 
ever, on local subjects. To his poetic gift, he adds 
the graces and oratory of an eloquent and effective 
publio speaker, and he has ever been an energetic 
agent in promotii^ what tends to the progress and 
prosperity of Hamilton and district. An ardent ad- 
mirer of Bums, whose name he considers holds all 
true Scotchmen by the heart strings wherever they 
may wander, he takes a warm interest in the anni- 
versary meetings of the local Bums Club. We give 
the following from a poem written by him for one of 
these opc&sions : 


^ith buoyant step and, spirit free, 

He trod the studded gowan lea ; 

Bade rustic labour raise its head. 

And proudly toil for daily bread, 

That blooming health and sweet repose 
Awaited at the evening’s close. 

The woody height and shady glen 
Both echoed back the blythe refrain, 

As conjjiirinflr up some image fair. 

Of worth and beauty passing rare. 

When grief or gloom assailed the heart, 
They prompted aye a manly part ; 

And while at clouds of care repining, 

They pointed to a silver lining. 

The gifted eon of humble sire. 

With matchless skill oft touched the lyre : 
To rivers, rocks, and caverned shore, 

He gave a fame unknown before ; 

He sang with sweetness, love and power, 
Of charms, that slept in glen and tower. 
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Thd heroes of an early day 
Inspired the poet's magic lay : 

A glorious theme drew from the om 
The warriors brave at Bannockburn. 
Who can forget the martial strain* 
When Bruce addressed his countrymen, 
Or, lidtn’ing to the patriot’s word, 
Would hesitate to draw the sword ^ 
Who would a humble fate bewail. 

That breathed the balmy ev’ning gale. 
Beneath a spreading hawthorn’s shade, 
Enamoured with a lovely maid ; 

Or, list’ning to a cradle song, 

Would not the pleasing hours prolong ; 


• • • • • 

Oh ! gifted son ! oh 1 matchless bard ! 
Thy memory claims our high regard. 
The wild waves may cease to roar 
Round rocky Ailsa's rugged shore ; 

The eagle stoop to timorous flight. 

Or beauty fail to give delight ; 

Boon's clear stream may cease to flow, ^ 
The mountain daisy cease to grow, 

The snowflakes rest upon the river. 

But Bcjbnb' fame shall last forever. 


MASONRY. • 

f- 

Hail, Masonry, that lends a willing hand 
To every noble work throughout the land ; 

Bold in conception, skilful to define, 

To rear a temple, or construct a mine ; 

Patron of art since the old world began. 

The nurse of genius and the friend of 'man. 

Our rude forefathers, in the distant past. 

Have left a record fair of works that last. 
Whate’er was worthy, Masonry has fought; 

In every age, from time the most remote, 

And left her mark on many a noble shrine— 
From simple arch to structures most sublime ; 
And thus we humbly try to play our part, 

And prove, by plumb and rule,^he mystic art ; 
^ square and compass, too, we test the plan 
How best to satisfy the wants of man. 

Let’s hope the work may bear the test of tiiue — 
A nation’s greatness is a thought sublime ; 

And future ages yet, both near and far. 

Shall gaze with interest on the blaaing star, 
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WittT eyes expectant, seeking for a sign, 

All. things adjusted by the plumb and line. 
And if we use the gifts at our command, 
Plenty shall bless and peace pervade the land 
Homes for the homeless, charity and love — 
These are the pass-words to the Lodge above. 


OH! NOBLE CLYDE. 


Oh ! noble Clyde, our country's pride, 

What sGfenes Old Time and thee could tell. 
Ere steam had proved her wondrous power, 
eOr Comet launched by Henry Bell. 

How changed the time and changed the scene 
Since these remote historic days ; 

A simple faith and simple plan 
Were suited to our father’s ways. 

Since down thy stream, then clear and bright. 
To fair Iona’s hallowed shore, 

When some rude galley’s crowded deck 
A Scottish monarch’s body bore. 

• 

No palace then adorned thy banks. 

Or mansions fine in bright array. 

But <'abius ruile-of turf and stone. 

And hardened floor of Nature’s clay. 

• 

The hardy fisher roamed at will. 

Enticed the (iuny tribes to doom ; 

The lonely heron on the shore 
Pursued her art amidst the gloom. 

The joyous days sped quiqkly past. 

Like winged hours when luveru meet ; 

O’er cowslips^ieds the lambkins played. 

Or rflrank the dew from meadowri sweet. 

No twinkling lights along the ^llore 
Guideil the sailor from afar. 

Or hashing beacon diiiimed bis eye — 

He trusted to Ifis northern star. 


Oh ! fdiade of Watt return once mure. 
Ana hover o’er thy native stream, 
■And view the wonder-working power 
That first engaged thy waking dream. 
Ci 
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Thy (riant shipn, the babes of Clyde, 

In triumph ride the mountain wave ; 
Tl^ hardy sons, their ootintrys pride. 
Go forth to conquer and to save. 


ROBERT REID, 

' I 

m N occasional contributor td the Aberdeen and 
other newspapers, was bom at Cross of 
Jackston, parish of . Fyvie, Aberdeenshire, in 1847. 
His father, who was a crofter and schoolmaster there, 
died when our poet was eight years of ^ age. As he 
left a young family of seven, Robert had to begin to 
work at an early age. He was sent to learn the shoe- 
making trade, and had often to labour oven thirteen 
hours a-day. He hits now a business of his own 
in the boot and shoe trade in the- village of Kemnay, 
near Aberdeen. When only about eleven years of age, 
Mr Reid gained some notoriety through his ‘“stringing 
rhymes.” His early education was necessarily of a 
limited nature, but in after life he made diligent use 
of all his opportunities, and, in course of time, was 
well known as a thoughtful and intelligent man. Mo- 
dest and retiring, and attending diligently to his busi- 
ness he hfis had little time for literary culture, or for 
courting the^fbuse, but' from the specimens of his 
work, under the novis-de-plume of “Rowland,** &c., we 
have been privileged to peruse, we feel that he has 
made good use of his opportunities. He writes with 
unassuming sincerity, and his subjects frequently illus- 
trate homely life and manners. He deals* with them 
in a natural and familiar way, Tvith true poetic fervour, 
and all his productions breathe an excellent spirit. 
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THE LINWET*S LAMENT. 

We built our nest at the foot of a tree, 

By the side of the wilderness, 

In a rtpot that the big owl might not see. 

It was hidden snug as snug could be 
111 the moss, the leaves, and tiie grass. 

The eggs, one by one, were safely laid. 

Till the number counted five ; 

Then I carefhlly sat with my wings outspread 
To keep them warm in their little bed 
Ttll the hatching time should arrive. 

My mate was £> kmd— oh 1 so kind was he ! 

And brought me such dainty cheer ; 

He kept a look-uut on the old ash tree. 

And sang a song of such sweet melody 
That the passers-by stopped to bear. ' 

O I we werl happy as birdies could wish, 

Our neighbours were kiud and good ; 

.Mrs Wnen lived near, in the yellow gorse bush, 

And ne'er had a quarrel with the mavis nor thrush, 
In our home by the side of the wood. 

It was one. night late, ere we went to sleep. 

My mate had ceased to sing, 

And nearer to iny tilde did creep, 

We heard a tiny, cheep, cheep, cheep, 

Kight underneath my wing. 

And four little birdies, ere morning light, 

Had safely burst the shell ; 

The fifth was rather a weakly mite, 

But, with careful nursing, came round all right, 

And soon was safe and well. 

But iiiisfortuna came, and sad is the tale 
That I have to unfold ; 

1 sometiuiGs wish 1 could draw u veil 
O’er the terrible fate that our darlings befel 
When tliey were^ight tlays old. 

Three hoys from the village on mischief bent — 
Threc^had little iioys were they — 

Ti> plunder and rol) was their intent, 

Ami right bw our own little nest tht^y went. 

And carried our lu'rdies away. 
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I watehe<^ them from a boufi^h near by, 
With a heart full of ^rief and pain ; 
They heeded not my piteona cry 
To leave them alone or they would die. 
And I never saw niy birdies a^aiu. 


In the darkest shades of the wood I sit/ 

And mope ray time away. 

Where the croaking raven and night-owl flit ; 
I am weary of life, nor care a bit 
Tho* they oarry me oif as their prey. 


THE ORRA LOON’S -LA-MBNT. 

O, frin I were a farmer’s son, 

Wi’ goud an* gear an* claes fu’ braw. 
That I mioht bae some chance to win 
The fairest lass that e’er 1 saw. 


But lowly T mann toil awa’, 

Wi* moleskin breeks an’ clumsy shoon” 
I’ve neither goud nor gear ava, 

I’m but her father’s orra loon. 


An’ Mains has mony horse an’ kye^ 
An’ wavin’ fields o’ grass an’ grain, 
All’ fouth o* bnnkit notes forbye — 
The richest farmer i’ the glen. 


Ah ! why should I a hope retain, •> 

Or think she e’er wid smile on me ; 
The hope, the wish, the thought is vain. 
She’s no for ane o* my degree. » 


Her hair is like the corbie’s wing. 

Her eyes are fo’ o’ witch erie, 

I blush like ony guilty thing 

Whene’er she looks or spepks to me. 

I’d bide for half my summer fee, - 

But noo's the day when we maun part- 
Tho* I should roam ayont the sea^ 

111 bear her image in my hear^' 
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I WONDEBJIF E*ER 1»LL GET MARRIED. 


Again *tis the season of spring — 

Sweet season of hope and of love. 

The lav 'rock mounts up on the wing. 

In the' woods is the coo of the dove. 

But nae joy to my sad heart they bring, 
There's naething gi'es nleitsure to me. 

I wonder if e'er I'll get married — 
Married afore I dee ? 

Oh ! I wonder if e’er ITl get married— 
Married afore I dee f 


The lad that I thought was my ain — 

The lad I io'ed dearer than life, 

I aye hoped — but my hopes hae been vain — 
That some day I would be his wife , 

But it's sinfn' 'gainst fate to complain : 

It was ae thing that wisna to be. 

I wonder if e'er I'll get married, &o. 

My gran’mither left me some gear, 

An sax pair o' blankets a* new ; 

She tauld me how weel they wad wear ; 

They were wade o' her ain lammie's oo ; 
To look at them maks iny heart sair. 

It aye brings the tear to my e'e. 

I wonder if e’er 1*11 get married, &c. 


My companions are dropping away, 

In the fashion I'll bind up my hair ; 

1 was rather good-looking they say — 

So ^ will not give way to despair. 

If kind fate send a husband my way. 

I'm sure a good wife I wad be. 

lUwonder if e’er I'll get married, &c. 


Thou star that shineth so bright, 

When the bird'? ar(* a’ hame to their neat. 
Shedding t.h,v chaste, li‘'ht 

O'er the huof! of the \ves< 

Ken ye augllt of my pitiful pHgh’ ? 

Wilt thou listen to.,a lone-tuaiclen’a plea v 
• Tell me if e'er I’ll get married — 
Married afore 1 dee ? 

Oh I I wonder if e'er|Ill get married— 
Married afore I dee 1 
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WILLIAM BLACK, 

son of a Peninsular hero, was bom in Calton, 
vl^ Glasgow, about 1825. His father, being dis- 
abled from service *by a vound at Albuera, was 
pensioned with a shilling a day, and after Lis dis- 
charge he became a servant to one of the officers of 
his regiment, who was on leave in London owing to ill 
health. In the house where his master resided was a 
domestic servant, who in course .of time became the 
wife of the former soldier. William was the second of 
four children, all of whom became military men but 
himself — nature having denied him the requisite qualifi- 
cation of stature, for he was very little over four feet 
in height. Mark, the only brother now alive, is in 
receipt of a pension for twenty-one years* service. 
William’s first work was in the loom shop ^with his 
father. He was afterwards apprenticed as a baker, 
but it did not agree with him, fpr he had been “a 
tender bairn, and his deid claes had been laid out three 
times,” consequently he had to return to the loom. 
When growing into manhood he was the cause of 
much thought to his mother, owing to his religious 
views, but she lived to see him a valued and useful 
oflBce-boarer in the church. He, however, lamented 
the introduction of organs and hymnals, and always 
preferred the days when, as he said, **i[olks* hearts 
were tuned wi’ something better than a finger-board.” 
He was a leal supporter of the temperance cause, 
and to the end of his long and honoured life he pleaded 
its claims, and deplored the miserj^s of the poor inebri- 
ate with power and tenderness. In addition to being 
a zealous and winning Sunday-school superintendent, 
he, for many years in Rutherglen, to which hp had 
removed in early manhood, carried on the woirk of an 
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unpaid mii&ionary. Some years before his death, 
which took place in 1887, he became a member of the 
Loyal Order of Orangemen, and among that brother- 
hood none was more beloved and respected. He 
\vn)te many poems of a reflective and religious 
nature, a number of which had a place in several 
newspapers and periodicals, from which we select the 
following : — 


SUMMER. 


1 love to Bee the Betting ittn 
Go down behind the hill, 

And hear the rippling of the stream 
When all around is stil]. 

1 love to wander down Idle glen 
When gently blows the breeze, 

Tq view the fields, when in their prime, 
An’ hear the humming bees, 

*How joyous is the summer’s voice, 

,How sweet 'mid blooming flowers, 

To hear the warblers trill their lays 
Within the woodbine bowers ; 

’Mid woods and fields, all clad in green. 
In harmony they sing, 

* And babbling rivulets combine 
To make the valley ring. 

The violet, brier, and opening rose. 

Send forth their fragrant smell ; 

The lily and the daisy peep 
From many a dewy dell. 

How lovely is the hawthorn tree 
To*view when in full bloom ; 

'When dripping with the morning dew 
How sweet is its perfume. 

Surpassing beauty summer brings, 

It fills our heart with joy. 

And wise Is he who its bright hours 
Doth usefully employ ; 

^ For summer, like spring-time of life, 
Doth swiftly glide away, 

The autumn gives a rich reward. 

While winter brings decay. 
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THE SKYLARK. 

Dripping with the dews of morning, 

Swift the lark asoenda the skies, 
Leaving hill and dale behind him, 

Sweetly warbling as he flies. 

Bold, undaunted, merry creature, 

Sin^ng in the morning breeze, 

Far above thy brother warblers, 

Perched among th» shady trees. 

King of songsters, in thy flight, 

Sporting in the dewy morn, 

Soaring upwards, warbling boldly. 

As if to view this world with scorn— 
What a lesson thou xioBt te&ch us, 

That we betimes from earth should rise. 
And look beyond its fleeting pleasures 
To joy untarnished in the skies. 


POND RECOLLECTIONS. 

Old places and friends oft to memory appear, ^ 

And the thought of the past brings manjr a tear. 

As each pleasant scene enraptures my mind, . " 

Yet, dissolving, leaves nothing but sorrow behind. 

The sun shines as brit^ht as it did long before. 

In the glad days of childhood, ou my loved father's door. 
And the warblers, in concert, still sing on the spray. 

But the voice of my friends is silent for aye. 

There is the chair where my grandsire reclined. 

And kindly caressed— so loving and kind,— 

And the stool bv the wheel where my mower, with glee, 
The sweet lullaby sang as I sat on her knee. 

The school by the green, where T often cbd play. 
Unaltered remains ; but my friends are away, 

And the old teacher seems now before me to stand 
Who ruled with firm love his boisterous band. 

And down by the glen still stands the old tree— 

The hawthorn in blossom delightful to see ; 

And roem'ry beholds the fair scene with delight. 

But the loved one I met there lies far from myceight ; 

And the old dippfag-well, with the moss-cover’d stone. 
Flows on, free as ever, nor heeds my sad moan, 
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And all are niadi' welcome to come at their will, 

Nor be e’er called to question for quaffing their fill. 

But lonely 1 wander bv the sweet rourm’ring stream. 
To muse on the days that have passed like a -dream, 
When the streams of gold chase the shadows of night 
And fill my lone bosom with songs of delight. 



TH04klAS MORTON, 

M ho has written much that is replete with fine 
fancy and deep pathos, was born in Edin- 
burgh in 18pl. While he was yet a child his parents 
removed to Haddingtonshire, in which county he had 
eight years’ schooling, finishing up in Dunbar. Even 
at that^ early period, so fond was he of poetry, that if 
a volume came into his hands, his tasks were con- 
sidered quite a secondary matter. Indeed, it would 
appear that the school had no great attraction for 
him, for*it is said that if a travelling circus, or a band 
of strolling players, came to the neighbourhood, his 
books were frequently concealed in a wood in the 
morning, and he would mingle with the show folks 
till it was time for his appearance at home in the 
evening. He was for a year or two under the tutor- 
ship of the late George Webster, West Bams — a poet 
noticed in the Ninth Series of this work. This gentle- 
man was very kind to him, though his patience was 
often sorely tried with the roving habits of his 
pupil. School-da|'’s over, our poet was apprenticed to 
the gardener trade, and as a journeyman he worked 
for several years in various gentlemen’s places 
throughout Scotland. Finding at length, however, 
that in this calling there are weeds as w'ell as flowers 
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to contend with, he ^forsook it altogether, settled 
down in Glasgow, where he follows a more lucrative 
pursuit. 

Mr Morton is a frequent writer of verse to the 
columns of the Peoples Friendy Glasgow Heraldy Had- 
dington Cornier y and other newspapers and periodicals. 
He also w rites prose, and contributes humorous letters 
on topics of current interest to various comic journals. 
An ardent lover of nature, M has visited most of the 
localities in Scotland famous in song and story, and 
manages every summer to take long excursk)ns to 
scenes and places of interest, his reflections being 
given to the public in lively and thoughtful verse, 
iiis muse indicates a cultured intellect, wide and 
expansive sympathies, as well as graphic descriptive 
power, and considerable breadth of humour. 

r 

THE BAIRNIES» HYMNS AT E»EN. 

Wherever music's voice prevails. 

By grove or rippling main. 

My spirit mingles wi' ilk breath. 

An* drinks the hallow’d strain. 

But, oh ! the sweetest melody 
That thrills my breast, I ween. 

Is when aroun* the fire I hear 
The baimies’ hymns at e’en. 

When gentle sleep, on downy wing, 

Steals o’er their prattling glee, 

The wearied wee things bring their books 
An’ nestle roun’ my knee. 

For weel they ken, on Canaan’s 
They hae a faithfu’ Frien’, 

Whaae bosom swells wi’ love to hear 
Their simple hymns at e’en. 

Sae sweet their silvery voices trill 
Ilk wecl-remembered hymn. 

That something creeps aroun’ my heart, 

An* aye my een grow dim ; 

They waft me back to ither years, 

When life an' hope were green, 

An* roun’ her heartb my mither heard 
Her bairnies’ hymns at e’en. 
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L6t itbers crowd the dazzlin\ha*s, 

Where Folly’s idle san^, 

An’ empty jest, an’ deavin* din, 

The tiresome nicht prolansr ; 

But be it mine sic steer to shun, 

An’ keep the blissful scene 
Where, roun* the fire, the bairpies lisp 
Their artless hymns at e’en. 

Wee hlythesome thinfirs, their presence sheds 
A halo roun’ ttesir hame, ' 

An’ w^ukens in Ilk breast that rIow 
Which language fails to frame* 

Oh ! sooner wad I wish the sod 
Abune me Rowin’ green, 

Than dree i^life that heedless hears 
The bairnms’ hymns at e’en. 

THE CITY — BY NIG, Hi. 

The dull, cold clank of hoofs, 

The ring of wheels — all, all are hushed once more, 

And brightly beams the harvest’s red moon o’er 

• The silent city’s roofs. 

• 

'Now sleep doth kindly draw 
Her votaries to her, and she seals their eves ; 

Wealth seeks his couch of down, while Want, with sighs, 
Slinks to his bed of straw. 

• 

Yet here and there a light 
Gleams from some casement as we pass along — 

What can it be V Perchance a festive throng. 

Perchance a soul ta’en bight. 

It is the hour of dreams, 

And they whose lives are jDurest have the best ; 

Sweet shall their rising he when earth is drest 

* Again in morning’s beams. 

Again the maiden bears 

The tale Irove breathed her at the close of day ,* 

While crazy eld in Dreamland fiings away 
The cases of fourscore years. 

Ay, ’tis the hour of rest. 

But, oil ! a little longer let us roam ; 

Bee how the moonlight streams o’er spire and dome, 

And river’s rippling breast. 
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There lietn along the shore 

The merobantman, home from the storm^tossed deep. 

Like some old chieftain in a tranquil sleep 
When war*^ red strife is o’er. 

How strangt* upon the ear 
The measured tramp of the night watchman falls. 

Weird as an echo heard from minster walls 
When pilgrim steps draw near. 

A little while, and then 
What life along those silent ways shall stream, 

The town’s great heart shall waken from its dream. 

And Labour sweat again. 

THE AULD KIRKYAKD. 

* 

Stap liobtly as ye pass 
Here amang the waving grass. 

For dust that’s dear to tnony beneath Ties cauld as lead ; 
Although their sleep be soun', 

Deep in the dark yird doun*, 

There’s something aye that bids us stap lichtly owre the deid ; 

The humblest sleeper here 
To some yearning heart is dear, 

In some bit rustic biggin’ there stan s a vacant chair ; 

Aroun’ a log-heaped lire 
Some reverential choir 

Feel in their e’ening worship a voice awantin’ there. 

Stap lichtly owre the deid, 

Stap licht, an’ tak’ ye heed 
What truths ye dii’ recorded upon the mossy stane ; 

How young as weel as auld, 

The michty an’ the bauld, 

Maun gang when Death ca’s on them, the carle ‘favours naneJ 

Here, in a nameless grave, 

Owre which the wild weeds wa^, , 

Some wearied wicht sleeps soundly beyond a world o* spleen ; 
But though abuiie his heid 
Nae eulogies we read. 

Yon flauntin’ tombs may hand not sic honest worth, I ween. 

Tt matters noclit, T ken, ^ 

When at life’s jimruey’s en’, 

Whaur in the eartu’s oauM Ikmoih the inoulderingfrapie may lie 
Yet 1 would deem it «weet 
Restin’ in this calm retreat, 

The laverock’s voice abune us, an’ the burnie singiu' by. 
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Stap licht, then, as ye pass 
Here owre the wavin’ yrraeu, 

And ken that hearts lie under that ainoe thrcfbbed licht as thine ; 
• An’ that the hinubleat here 

Claim in a brichter sphere 
A seat amang the greatest, whaur ilka joy’s divine. 


THE MISERABLE MAN. 

There lives a chiel in ilka toun, 

That^ either yon or 1 hae seen ; 

A chiel wbaae face aye wears a fronn, 

Wha thinks the warld’s gaun upside doun, 
An’ sair abused has erer been. 

There’s no’ & blast comes out the east. 

But snellest aye on him it blaws ; 

He ne’er sits doun at ony feast. 

But aye the dish that bauds the least 
To him somehow or ither fa’s. 

If Ite a wealthy aunt possess. 

An’ be the body’s nearest heir. 

Her length o’ days is marvellous — 

Nae aunt lives half sae lang as bis, 

An’ a diseases she can bear. 

Nae pleasure in his life he kens, 

His gairden’s pillaged ilka day ; 

, Nae corn he scatters to his hens, 

But ilk auld wife her aiii lot sen’s 
To grab it, syne gang hame an’ lay. 

He’s robbed in ilka thing he does — 

His very bees, if bees he’s ^t, 

Awa to neibor’s hives they bizz, 

An’ nane o’ theirs e’er come to his, 

An* wha could stan’ the like o’ that ? 

«> 

If he should own a coo or twa, 

An’ some disease come stealin* in. 

It’s aye the best that’s swept awa 
An’ sure is he, the neibors a' 

Owre his disaster lauch an’ grin, 

s 

Ye maunna tell the loon be lives 
, Within a Christian Ian’, for be 
Kens there’s naething here hut thieves ; 

An’ owre a weary warld be grieves. 

An’ marvels how sic things should be. 
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Then be it kirk or market-place, 

Whaure'er an audience ye may scan, 
Ye*ll ken this ohiel, fur on his face, 

Wi’ nae great effort, y© will trace — 
The migerable man. 


DAVID L. GREIO 


'JlYf^AS bom in 1837 at Edinburgh, where his 
father was a gentleman’s servant. A year 
after, the family removed to Arbroath, where the 
subject of our sketch spent the next Tiiuqjbeeu years of 
his life. Being one of a large family, and owing to 
the humble circumstances of his parents, he received 
only a scant education. In his eleventh year be began 
to work as a “dressin* laddie” in a yarn loft. In 1849, 
when the cholera played such dreadful havoc in Scot- 
land, he lost his father by that pestilence. David and 
an eider brother were struck dowm at the same time, 
and both were Removed to the hospital just as the 
friends and neighbours were gathering to the funeral 
of their father. It seemed as if the big black wings 
of doom were flapping over the household, .and, to add 
to the sad aJid trying circumstances of the family, the 
mother at same time vras delive^d of a child. 
His brothe^was so enfeebled by the scourge that he 
died some Months afterwards, and it w^as doubtful for 
a time if David would pull through. On his recovery 
ho went back to the mill, where be l*cmaincd till he ' 
reached his sixteenth year. He was thou appren- 
ticed to the trade of a blacksmith. After serving the 
usual period, he removed to Dundee, where he -still 
“ strikes the sounding blow.” For the long period of 
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thirty-two years he has been in the employment of the 
well-known firm of Baxter Brothers Co., Dens 
•Works. 

The ancient town of Arbroath, with its romantic 
surroundings, early imbued Mr Greig with the love 
of poetry. Nothing gave him greater pleasure than to 
set out to ramble for hours in dreamy musings by the 
sea shore, or gaze with rapt emotion from the towering 
cliffs across the boundless expanse of the German 
Ocean.. The ruins of the old Abbe^ ; Seaton Den, 
with its shady woods; Kelly Den, with its burnie 
murmuring. to the sea; the ancient kirk and auld kirk- 
yard of St Vigeans — all blended > to inspire him. 
But although he often attempted rhyme, it was not 
till after he was nuirried, and had endured the smart- 
ing rod of j^-ffliction, that he put his thoughts into 
verse and published them in the local press. Among 
the first pieces he wrote is one entitled “ My Mother,” 
in which lie refers to the terrible affliction which befel 
her at the loss of his father and brother. He thus 
writes : — 

k 

*' Crushed ’neath her loss she aat and wept, 

£Jer hopes ^one with the dead, 

'Till rouaed to hear her children cry, 

** O ! mother, give ua bread 
Then from that time, with help from Him 
Who filla the hushand^a place, 

She toiled to bring her children up. 

And 6t them fur life’a race. 

' May it be mine, with filial love, 

My atore with her to ahare ; 

To bear her burdena, calm her fears, 

And ease her every care. 

And when her apirit takes its flight 
From its frail earthly dresH, 

Then may ahe find that death hut leads 
To life, and peace, and bliss, 
s 

Mr Greig has always taken a great interest in religious 
matters, and has been for years a Sunday School 
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teacher in St Andrews Parish Church, of “which con- 
gregation he is an elder. He is, however, no 
sectarian, but is ever ready to engage in any good 
work along with his dissenting brethren. He is a 
total abstainer, but studies more to live his principles 
than to obtrude them upon others by talking. He 
contributes at intervals tc* the Dundee Weekly News, 
Arbroath Guide, and Arbroath Herald. His poems 
are mostly of a domestic nature, tender and loving — 
the overflowingi of a sympathetic heart. Though in 
the main they are tinged with a vein of ^jousive 
sadness, he is not without a considerable amount of 
pawky humour. 


MRIS CLAICK. 

In Gofisip Road there lives a wife, 

Whaae name is Mrs Olaick, 

Tho’ ronn’ the doors fouk ca’ her aye 
The gossip^mougers' rake. 

They ca’ her that because she rins ' 

A boot frae hoose to hoose 
To clash, an’ spier, an’ gather news 
Frae wives an’ maidens crouse. 

She kens the neibours’ oots and ins 
Far better than themsel s , 

Tho’, strange to say, their giiid she hides, 
Their fauts she only tells. 

She'll tell ye wha are dirty wives, 

An* wha she thinks are cloiLii — 

In fact, she kens the very claes * 

That hings oot on the ^.^-een. 

She’s fu’ o’ pride an’ envious spite 
Against a^ wha do richt. 

While wi* her slanderin’ tongue she tries 
To raak’ them black as ni^ht. 

To gain fresh friends and gather news 
Baith saft an’ low she’ll speak, • 
She laughs ootricht wi’ them wha laugh 
An’ greets wi’ them whu grcoL. 
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Indeed, it’s just for fouks’ respect 
She tongues and does her best, 

Tho’ little does she ken that fous 
Regaird her as a pest ; 

O ! if they were but brave enough 
To tell her to her face 
That they believed her leelh^ tongue 
Was just a real disgrace. 

Weel do they ken if they i(f^V 
(Which only wad be rlchtj^^ \ 
They'd lose her news ; fort!^* 1|)i^ Itailib 
Upon their heids wad llcntt^ V ^ ' 

For like a serpent she w|kd weit^ 

An’ a* her plans arran^^ . ; . 

An’ watch her time to spring, air' l^ing 
Her objects o’ revenge. . ^ 

But any ane wha didna ken 
Her envious, jealous mind; 

Wad tak’ her for a perfect aalntx- 
• She seems sae guid an* kind. 

If ony ane be sick or ill, 

Wi* them she’s sure to be^ 

No’ that she cares for them, but just 
To see what she can see. 

• 

To get a name for helpin’ fouk 
She iiiak’s great show indeed ; 

Yet, strange to say, she’ll no* help them 
Wha really stand in need. 

An*, if her rioht hand be razed oot 
To ease anither’s pain. 

She n»’er does sae but what she’s snre 
To let the left hand ken. 

An’ tho’ she regular gaes to kirk, 

Be’t rainin’ or sunsheen. 

Her daily life just tells she gaes 
To see a^’ to be seen ; 

But fouk are no' lang in seein* thro’ 

• Her sleekit words an’ ways — 

Instead o’ saint, they see in her 
A wolf in sheepy's claes ; 
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Thus roond the doors is Mrs Glaiok 
A busy-body keut ; . 

Instead o’ gettin fouks' respect, 

She gots but their contempt. 

So if wo>#aht oor neibours* love, 

TheiiP b^dhOtir an* respect, 

tmthfu’ lives, 
bCrs Olaiok. 

yEABS THE DAY. 

In early days 4 Wai>>ung, wi’ heart baith licht an’ gay. 

Life seemed a .^^i^ li^’^ hoioruSn’ o’ a lang, lang summer^ day ; 
But noo hfeV ih<iid^^.4iN^n, clouds o’ dark and hazy grey 
Creep o’er my me I’m fifty years th* day. 

Life disna hae the Bchtiome look it had in days gane by ; 

I diona laiicb sae aften nuo^ but aftener I sigh ; 

Things that ance made my heart rejoice noo fill me wi’ dismay— 
I’m wae at gettin atilder, yet I’m fifty years th* day. 

Dear frien’s wha started life wi’ me slip frae me ane*by ane, ' 

The few wha’re left are ohange'd-like, too, while new ades 1 mak’ 
nane ; 

The very scenes o* youth, whaur I spent life in happy play, 

Are changed. Q 1 1 feel lonesome like -l’’m fifty years th’ day. 

Strange, drearv thoohts o’ precious time an’ talents a inis-spent— 
What I micbt been, an’ what I am. O i had 1 only kent ! 

Is aft the bitter cry 1 cry ; for, O J du what I may, 

I feel I'll be nae itber noo — I’m fifty years th’ day. 

O I could I grip wi’ siccar grip the lamp u’ Kop6 an’ Faith, 

Ad' rise abuiie the murky gloom that Heeuisi a livin’ death, 

An' trust in Him wha says he’ll he the weary s hope an’ stay— 

I'd be content an’ pleased, although I’m fifty years i^h’ day. 

KEEPING BABY. 

Another week of toil is o’er. 

Bright Sabbath’s come again. 

That brings sweet joys of peace and rest 
To weary suns of men ; 

Our morning prayers of thankfulness * 

Fur grace and mercies given, 

With songs of praise, have gone to Him 
Who rules in earth and heaven. 
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And mother dear, with thirbty auul, 

Has ^one to house of prayei 
To drink the words of life and love, 

And meet her Saviour there ; 

And in our quiet, happy home 
With baby 1 remain, 

To watoh o*er her with father^s oare, 

Till mother comes again. 

And, O ! my darling little one^ 

^ow pleasant 'tis to me 
To feel thee nestling in my eeme^ 

Or prattling on my knee $ 

Thy great blue eyes, with wondedlSM? look. 
Makes my whole heart tp,glottr» 

And brings to mind dear tiif oim 
Who left us long ago. ^ , 

We do not wish those spirits pure 
Back to this world again. 

But only that our lives be suoh. 

That we may go to ^heiu. 

But, C) ! my babe, sweet sleep has come 
* While I’ve been musing thus, 

And wraped thee in its food embrace 
Of calm and peaceful Jbliss ; 

And, clas[iing thee within my arms, 

I teul « strange delight— 

In gazing on thy .angel form, 

So iieauiihil and bright; 

Thy parted lips seem like the smile 
Of angel p ii'e and fair, 

Witn inaible whiteness shines thy brow 
Beneath your glossy hair. 

Hovk htiange to think the Almighty One, 
On whom our sins were laid, 

Though Lord of Ail, should once, like thee, 
Have been a helpless Labe ; 

O ! will It be that thou, my child. 

Like Bethlehenrs Babe, will grow 
In stature and in wisdom ’e ways, 

And blJidsings from you how ? 

And wilt thou, like that BpotleH» One, 
Perfection's path pursue, 

And, by a life of love, live down 
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Or will it be, alas, that thoa 
Wilt virtue’s path forsake, 

And, by a life of sin and shame. 

The hearts of loved onei bjceak ? 

0 ! can it bo that one so pure 
May yet impure become, 

And, with the painted mask of sin. 

To rain Inm others on f 
And At ^ Olhse of life will some 
Thy memory hold in scorn ? 

And lovfng hearts in ang^uish wish 
That then had’st ne’er been born ^ 

0 f Lc«d> preserve my child from this, 
O J l&mm her in Thy love f 
AnofUioeher in the narrow path 
That leads to Thee above. 


JOHN SINGER 

Os a native of the village of Woodside, near Abor- 
deen, and was bom in 1861. His father was a 
carter at the Graudholm Woollen Mills, where John 
first started to work as message boy, then as a piecer 
on the self-acting niules, and ultimately served his 
time as a spinner. On work getting scarce, he left 
home, and, like many other young uorth-countrylads, he 
set his face towards the south in search' of occupation. 
He found employment in Selkirk, where he remained 
for eighteen mouths, when he was thrown idle on 
account of the failure of the firm. We next find him 
in Ireland, where, in County Cork, he settled for a 
time, after which he returned to Selkirk. He was not 
long there, however, when a strike amengst the 
spinner^ compelled him to return once more home, 
where he stayed two years^ but never being able to 
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find steady employment, and getting down-hearted at 
Ins want of siiccesR, he resolved once more to push his 
• fortune southward. He ultimately found work at 
(lalashiels, where he has ever since remained. 

From boyhood Mr Singer has been a great lover of 
poetry; but he never tried to put his thoughts in 
rhyme until his second sojourn in Selkirk. It was 
there, amid the lovely vales of Yarrow and Ettrick, 
surrounded by the romantic scenery the Border- 
land, that he first drew inspiration from the ,muse. 
He has for some time been a frequent contnbutor to 
the “ Poet’s Corner ” of the local piL|)«lrSf as well as to 
the Dundee Weekly New% under the non^de-plume 
“ Bon Accord,” “ Jack,” &c. He often sings of the 
comforts of his couthie fireside — 

jVhere, in nimple artless l^s, 

Ne*er fashed wi’ Greek or l^atin phrase, 

But frae the heart 
T try to singr o* Natnre’s ways 
’ For tsnefal art. 

Ilia verso is ever hearty and homely, combining the 
simple illustrations of country life with n pathos and 
tenderness that stir the heart, an enthusiastic love of 
N ature, and a cultured ear in the music of his rhythm, 
that evince the true poetic mind. 

OOR STAIR FIT. 

Its weel I mind o' ither days, when younkers fo’ o* glee, 

We pu’d the littlf iieather bell, the gowans frae the lea ; 

An' syne, wi’ miickle mirth an* din, boo oan^ we wad sit 
An’ string the gowans in a raw, at oor stair nt. 

When winter cam wi* surly blast, that roon aboot did blaw. 

An’ hill an’ dale, an* ilka thing, were happit ower wi’ snaw : 
When oot o’ doors we daurna stir, iiae e’en the sma’est bit, 

Sae cheerie aye we’d sit an’ play, at oor stair lit. 

Tts weel 1 mind hoo unco feared I was to gang my lane 
When it was dark, f4)r fear auld Tam, the beggar, e’er was seen, 
For aye 1 thocht into his poke wee laddies he wad pit, 

Sae ne’er wad venture far awa’ frae oor stair fit. 
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ItB weel I mind when in my heart the lowe o’ love began, 

When ronn' the doors, at simmer e’en, ilk lad an’ lass wad stan’ ; 
Hoo blithely gaed the 'oor«i awa’ wi’ daffin’ an’ wi’ wit, 

Au* saftly whispered lover’s vows at oor stair lit. 

But noo I’ve wandered far awa, in mony Ian’s hae been, 

Hae sat amang the tiefa nn* great, an’ ferlies strange hae seen, 
But ne’er a ane gieid siocao Joy, as when we used to sit 
An* string the gowaas in a raw at oor stair fit. 

An* noo I’ve r^^adhed life’s gleamin’ grey, an’ unco sune maun 

To wtaSr my freeas are a’ at hame, the angels fair amang ; 

Yet ainoe again Vd like to see, afore my spirit flit, 

That hallowed s|iot o' memories dear, oor auld stair fit. 


AN AOLD MAN’S LAST SANG. 

Ainoe mair 1 rax mo dooa my hsrp to sing anither sang, 

For weel T ken my time on earth ft ennna noo be lang ; 

For I hae passed the threshold non o’ life’s allotted span, 

An', oh 1 I’m longing sair to be in that fair, heavenly Ian’. 

For noo I’m sold an* feokleas, an’ my locks are like thf snaw. 
An* a* the freens o’ yonthfn* days free me are far awa ; 

An’, oh ! I miss the kindly smile o her that shared my lot, 

An’ aye kept a’ thing clean an’ trig within oor wee bit cot. 

Oor bairns a’ hae left the haine that sbelterefl them sae lang. 
The parting wi’ them ane an’ a’ cost me fu’ mony a ^ang ; 

For weel I kent I never mair wad see them here again, 

For sune beside their mither dear iny body wad be lain. 

But, oh ! I ken fu’ hrawly I’ll meet them a’ aLune, 

In that Ian’ o’ fadeless ^lory, when their wark on earth is dune ; 
For I ken they lo’e their Saviour, an* they promised ane an’ a’ 
To meet again in glory, afore they gaed awa/ 

Auld age should aye be honoured an’ respected, sae I’m tauld. 
Yet boo aften are th»' auld folks left oot stannin’ in the canid ; 
It seems a man that's auld an* frail is o’ nae use ava, 

An’ there’s aye some ready tongue to sa^ he’d better be awa. 

But, oh ! there’s aye a welcome to oor Faith er’s hame abnne, 
Whaur a’ the aula an' frail may rest, frae care an* Ihbour dune ; 
Wi’ joy 111 hail the cornin’ o’ that grand an’ gloiious day 
When on angels’ wings I'm borne to realms far away. 
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There I’ll lielp to qwell the chorun till heaven’s arches ring 
Wi’ a* the glad hosannas to Christ, oor Lox^ an’ King ; 

Then wi' joy I’ll be united to her 1 band sae dear, 

Tho’ lang we hae been parted frae ane anither here. 

WAITING FOB ME. 

Adoun by the burnie that wimples alang 
Where the blytbe birds o* simmer aing^sweetljf their sang. 
There stands a fair lassie, wi’ brleht ghtneito* eV 
Ad’ weel dae 1 ken she is waiting for Oi'e., 

Choruh— Waiting for me an’ watohintt tor'Hie. 

Yon blithesome yoqog iMsm ft ermtllig fer me ; 
There’s uaething to me thatlmli^warid oati gie 
Like the fond, lovii|gglaiie« o* heir hottnie blue e’e. 

O ! sweet is the *oor at the gloamin’s eaft 
When the sun glints sae bricht owerth^ bills far awa, 

Its then that 1 gang by yon burnie sae clear 
To meet wi* the lassie that lo’es me aae dear. 

• 

O I the praises o’ Nature the poets may sing 
Till the^hills and the valleys their echoes shall ring ; 

Nae gem is sae sweet or sae fair to my e*e 
As yon blithesome lassie that’s waiting for me. 

O ! what can compare with the joy that we feel, 

As through sweet-scented woodlands we softly wail steal ; 
While Ij^ve, wi’ its glamour, held sway ower oor hearts, 

We vow to be true till death shall us part. 

They maun he pnir silly cuffs, wi’ hearts like a stane, 

That wad gang through this warld thetnsel’s a* alane, 

. An’ ne er lo’e a lassie wi' bricht glancing e’e«^ 

Like ynn sweet winsome lassie that's waiting for me. 


S\;OTIiAND FOB EVER. 


Land of the mountain and clear sparkling fountain. 
Once ^ain will T sing in ycr praise, 

Sae ancient an’ hoary, enshrined ^e in story, 

Ilk upland an’ valley an’ green flowery braes. 


Oft do I ponder, when o’er thee I wander, 

OA thy beauty moje.stic, sae stem an* grand. 
Besplendent in glory, ilk strath, hill, an* oorrie. 
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Sae rueged an' at^rn ia each mountain an* cairn, 

As the mist like a mantle enshrouds them in gloom, 

Which, slowly arising frae off the horizon, 

Show drest in their beauty the heather an’ broom. 

The sun, brigbtjjy glancing, thy beauty enhancing, 
Throws its light over muirland an’ fell ; 

The woodfah’^' ringing wi* birds sweetly singing, 
The b19l»le^^liiM«s round hill and fair dell, 

T^ aoelier^ d^^^&restt thy daughters the fairest, 
iQfce geiiie brio^ that dazzle the e'en 

Wr tbe& o^ibtN^.be^tching an' charms sae enriqjbing, 
Sae mbdset eii^ ^^tle, sae graceful in mein. 

' 'S, 

Thy sons,le|it(^.l^ heroes frae tyrants to free us 
An' give na'^tceedom that Scotchmen hand dear ; 

Such t^ante ww jMrer the ties again sever, 

For Sootland ^stands firm, nae foe does she fear. 


SONO-*.BONNIE LASSIE 01 
Air.— K biiVin Grovb. 

Will ye no come back again, bonnie lassie, 0 ? 

For our hearts are free o* pain, bonnie lassie, O ! 

And we miss tbv presence here 
Aye-our lonely hearts to cheer 
Wi* yer winning smile sae dear, bonnie lassie, O 1 

Will we never see thee mair, bonnie lassie, O ? 

Wi* yer face sae sweet an* fair, bonnie lassie, O ! 

As ye trip across the lea, 

Aye sae blythe an' fu’ o’ glee, 

And your heart frae trouble free, bonnie lassie, O i 

f 

Will the days nae mair come roun’, bonnie lasfiie, O ? 
When yell come to Gala touu, bonnie lassie, O ! 

For to roam in Elwand's Glen 
Or the bonnie Fairy Dean, 

There the lea lang day to spen*, bonnie lassie, O ! 

t 

Or to climb the heather hills, bonnie lassie, O ! 

And rove by murmuring rills, bonnie lassie, O ^ 

Awa* frae cities’ din. 

Wi’ their scenes o* strife an* sin, 

Whaur fresh vigour we will win, bonnie lassie, 0 ! 
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That will nerve us for the strife, bqnnie laseie, O ! 

O' this weary, weary life, bonnie lassie, O ! ^ 

On the heart there's mony a pang, 

Baith the rich an* pair amang, 

But there’s sunshine whaur ye gang, bonnie lassie, 0 ! 

May He wha rules abone, bonnie lassie, O I 
When yer time on earth is dune, bonkiie lassie, O I 
Take ye hame to heaven 
Whaur there's neither (»iaf nor ears, 

To shine *mang angels there, bonnie lassie, O i 

PEACE BE 

'Midst the din and noisy bustle,' 

'Midst the warfare aUd the smfe. 

Of this never-ceasing straggle ^ 

For the daily bread of llle^ > 

Gomes a voice of angel sweetneu 
From the far-off heavenly ildiere. 
Breathing words of love and Aercy-- 
Peace, he still, for I am near* 

* Peace, be still I oh, soul that doubteth, 
There’s a life beyond the gtave--^ 

Christ our Saviour, now in glory. 

Came the lost to seek sad save. 

Listen to’ His gentle {^leading : 

^ Give ! oh, give a willing ear 
To the accents sweet and tender^ 

Peace, be still, for 1 am near. 

Peace, be still, ye faint and weary. 

Voyaging o er life's stormy sea, 

Though the way be rough and dreary, 

Still it's God that leaaetb thee. 

Fur amidst life’s rudest storms 
We can feel his presence near. 

And his words, oo sweet and tender— 

Peace, be still, and do not fear. 

Peace, be still ! oh, words of comfort. 

When our journey's almost o'er. 

Waiting patient for the welcome 
To that bright celestial shore ; 

High above the angel chorus 
Gomes a voice so sweet and clear— 

Wafted by the heavenly breezes— 

Peace, be still, for I am near. 
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JOHN COPELAND, 

a N esteemedi energetic, and gifted worker in 
every good cause in Glasgow, was born in the 
West of that aty in 1829. He began to work with 
his fatheri whd was a potter and a native of Stafford- 
shire, in the Anderston Pottery in 1839. The family 
removed to HMealdy in 1840, to Leith in 1845, and 
returned to Glasg}^ in 1847, and found work in the 
Glasgow Potteiy/ During the, twelve years the 
subject of out efBOteh was thus employed, he attended 
evening classSS, Mechanics’ Institute lectures^ &c., and 
anxiously embrace4 ^^ery opportunity of gaining 
knowledge. Daring this period he wrote a number of 
poems and songs lor a magazine connected with the 
trade. He also sent an 'occasional sot of verses to the 
Glasgow newspapers. Before he left schocfl, and while 
yet in his tenth year, he had become an abstainer, 
and when he returned to Glasgow he began to work in 
connection with the Cowoaddens Juvenile Temperance 
Society. In 1867 he wrote a number ot« songs for 
“The Dewdrop,” and to aid a poor family where the 
father had died suddenly, he printed a small work 
entitled “Autumn Leaves.” In a year or two after- 
wards, he published a very interesting 4ind thoughtful 
little volume of “ Poems and Essays ” for the benefit 
of a widow, and with the proceeds ^gathered a few 
pounds to up in busiuess. 

Leav^^^ms employment in the Pottery in 1859, 
Mr Copewd was engaged as a missionary in connec- 
tion with the Rev, Dr Taylor’s congregation. His 
thoughts having been directed t(f wards the ministry, 
he entered the Glasgow University, and attended three 
sessions ; but, uutortunately, through si^uess and 
overwork, his health broke down, and he was forced to 



JOHN COPBLAND. 


123 


diHOOiitmiicf his studies before he could enter the 
Divinity tlall of the United Presbyterian Church. 
Since then he has continued to labour as a home 
missionary with much acceptance, and a' Christian 
lady in the year 1873 built a MhMdoa Hall for his 
sake, and undertook the payment hiB italary. The 
year the Prince Consort died a of hh poems 

was forwfirded to the Queen, and returned 
to Mr Copeland a very kind lettef.. . Sptiee years ago 
his mission people presented hitn-yndlt ids portrait in 
oil, and his friends with a very oQSMiiderable sum of 
money. He has occasionally pulpit in 

Glasgow and in the surroundibg whils ; and when 
visiting America, ten years ago, 'Wm asked to become 
minister of a vacant church wh'iaro* ijb conducted the 
services on several occasions. He has ever taken a 
warm and active interest in the temperance move- 
ment, and has delivered many lectures for the Scottish 
Tcmperau6e League and other Societies. Several 
of these lectures have been published, and have 
been cordially received and widely read. A diligent 
worker, he gives* all his time, and thought, and 
heart to* the poor, and warmly advocates temper- 
ance both on Clu-istian and patriotic grounds. This is 
seen in most of his poems, many of which appeal to 
the heart in the couthy Doric, and in pure and flowing 
measure. His songs are full of loving pleading, ever 
showing that his aim is to wean from evil, and to 
encourage in both men and women the love of home, 
and to bring before them the principles of temperance, 
thrift, and manly independence. 

A LEAL-UEABTED LASSIE. 

A leal-hearted lassie, a bnnnie sweet lassie, 

On a^lancr winter’s ev'oinff sat working alane. 

Her tingem were weary, yet aye she was cheery. 

As she sang wi’ great fdce by a tidy hearth-stane. 
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Her Banff wan the pleaHiiree, the ne’er failing treasares, 

That cannily grow on the ** Temperance ’* Tree ; 

Syne thinkin* on Johnnie, ahe warhletl fu^borinie — 

** A slave to the battle shall never wed me.” 

But Johnnie, dear laddie, a braw honest laddie, 

Was list'ntn’ ta ev'ry sweet strain that sho sang ; 

Syne he tam’d qeilise uphappy (he’d been tastin’ a drappie), 
An* felt In hl^ iHieam that drinking was wrang. 

His headwMBpatiagm * wi* thonghts o’ her Ringin' — 

** A slave to bottle shall never wed mt\” 
ni be an ebiMaet. iaya he, an* I’ll gain her, 

For a 1eal«neattea lass is the lassie for me. 

QtEANNY»S ADVICE. 

Be kind to ane was guid advice to me, 

1 gat it frae my mitheiv nilore she clos’d her e'e. 

Tis fiftv years an* mair syne, an* I'm a granny noo, 

Be kina to ane anitber, hairas, as I hae been to yon. 

c 

Be kind to ane anltber, aronn* the ingle side, 

An* never let a brlther ttta brithers’ hearts divide. 

Ne’er think nor speak o* feobten, nor file your bonny mon’ ' 

Wi’ tellin’ tales an* flyten bairns, but aye be kindly trite. 

Be kind to ane anfther, In words an’ actiouR sma’. 

Thus write the name o’ “ orither,” wi’ love’s pure ink on a’. 
Kind words fu* sweet as honey, to re«>d affection’s flame, 

Kind deeds far mair than money, bairns, will mak’ a happy hame. 

Be kind to ane anither, an' tho' the cauld winda blaw, 

Hand faat in love thegitber, an’ ye will bide them a’. 

True kindness, likff a river, refreshing drooping flow’rs, 
Be-animatee for eveff bairns, oar bosom’s deai^st bow’rs. 

Be kind to ane anither, ye lads an* la><sies a’, 

*Tis %ahile ye *gree thegither, God’s richest blessings fa’. 

O practice while ye’re leevin, the counsel aftin given, 

To love an* be forgiving bairns, for a’ are kind in heaven. 

BEAUTIFUL HOME. 

Beautiful Horne where ohildretf'play, 

And weary not thro’ endless day, 

Where night and sorrow never come, c 
Home of the humble, heantifni home. 

Beautiful home, beautiful home. 

Home of th«' humble, beautiful, beautiful home. 
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• 

Beautiful Home, in Heaven afar. 

Beyond the bright and evening star ; 

Where angels love and serve their King, 

And saints rejoicing ever sing. 

Beautiful home, beautifm home. 

Home of the holy, beautiful^ beantiral home. 


Beautiful home, with fame ufitoId» 

With streams of life, and ttreOts dP geld f 
Where we shall share our hrotheqra tntone 
And 


Home 


Gudj adopt us as his own. 

Beautiful home, beautiful honflii, ' 
lie of the hopeful, beautiful, hgnnlMl 


home. 


Beautiful home of peace and 
Where love is ever our bless u mploy* 

Where glory shines where’er wo rM||n^ 

Home of the happy, beauttfui hom^ 

Beautiful home, beauttfui honw 
Home of the happy, beantifnl, boatltifal home. 


LIFE’S VOYAGE. 

^ ^his world is like an ooean, 

Where rocks and shoals are found ; 
Our life is but a voyage. 

Where wind and waves ahonnd — 
The love of Gkfd our ’’compass,*^ 

« The Bible all our **ohnrt.’* 

And hope is the sure ** aoooor 
Of each true believing heart. 

When some fond son is leaving 
His father’s house and home, 

’Tie like a barque just laonching 
into the sea alone ; 

The ** rocks ’* of vice and error 
. Endanger every part. 

And ** pirate ’* foes endeavour 
To rob his faithful heart. 

Adversity may threaten, 

Misfortune's ** blasts ’* may blow. 
Affliction’^** waves ” be swelling, 

The ** tides ” of sorrow flow ; 
c Yet still, if love but guide him. 

And truth is all bis chart, 

Bleas’d hope shall i>rov6 the anchor 
Of his true believing heart, 
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And thaa, when he is dyin^, 

And frienda are gathered round, 
V9^en every boeom'a aigrbing, 

True peace and joy are found— 
tor faith and leve have led him, 
Whieb, tilth CkKl’b love, are GIV*N ; 
And hop9 ia now the anchor 

hts aool to heaven. 


DAVID RUSSEL, 

k 

TIYHI writes a number of poems and songs full 
of muxih tmtural grace and ease^ is a natnc 
of Oamwath, Lanarkshire, \Ahere his father was a 
respected nierahant for over half-a-century On leav- 
ing school, Mr Russel entered the office in connection 
with an ironwork in the rising town of Motherwell, iii 
which situation he continued till about about fourteen 
years ago, when he removed to New Cumnock, Ayr- 
shire, where he is presently engaged in the respousiblo 
position of secretary and cashier to the Lanarkshire 
Coal Company (Limited). Although now forty-six 
year^ of age, he has nht written a g;roat amount of 
verse, and many of his pieces w^ere given to ‘his friends 
without copies being kept A number of these we 
have been privileged to sec, aud have found all of 
there possessed of a rich musical flow, solid in thought, 
and affording food for reflection. Close sympathy 
with the sights and sounds of Nature, and a warm 
humanity are the characteristics of his suVijects, and 
these are clearly the overflowings of a truly poetic 
mind. 
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SONG OF APTON. 

SOLILOQUY. 

On the heather-scented moor* 

In the uplands calm and pare. 

Where the niavie sings its love song evM idSid Itee ; 
Where the spring time earlf dcmtM, 

And the summer longest bkKNM 
T begin my (gladsome journey to the 8ea« 



And, rippling, sing like maiden {n hertfflee, 

I will seek the woodland ooVisnii * 
And there hear foolish loverp 
Kiss and whisper, as I journey to the 

Ha ! how silly all their talking, 
This wearr moonlight walking, 
Their whispering ana their kisses teem to me ! 
A merry mountain stream 
* That can laugh at lover’s dream, 

As I1ripple.<in my jcmrney to the sea. 

Ah, me.! but yesterday*-r 
Sweeter than lintie’s li^, 
i heard a lover poet sing to me : — 

** Sweet Afton — murmuring stream, 
Disturb not Mary’s dream, 

Flow gently ’’ on thy journey to the sea. 


AAd now my voice Is tofter. 
Hush'd is my foolish laughter. 
Nor lovers’ dreams seem foolish now to me. 
f, 1 myself sigh for a lovei^ 

As I leave the woodland cover, 
And 1 murmur sad and weary to the sea. 


BPILOOUA 

« 

O the meadow flowers are bright, 
And ill the glad sunlight 
The meVry waves of Afton sparkle free ; 

For her fair form now is preat 
To her long sot^ht lover's breast, 
And Nith and she go linking to the sea. 
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BOBBIB*S PRAYER. 

Tiriad oot Bobbie, 

On hie mnmmie’s knee, 
Ouddled in his nicht-guon, 
WP hall-shut 6*e. 

Wee deepy Bobbie, 

Wanrlt Hi’ his play 
aaunig the tfowana 
' simmer day ; 

• ' ‘ 

;l^l^ttVhawthQrn blossom, 

, : Widp^.opt a nest— , 

' ' Whit Is't he disna dae ? 

" a minute’s rest ! 

Sair wreoht. Bobbie, 

Wokhii^ Katore’s plan — 
Xliihfcln^ arm his wee limbs 
To fit a big man. 


** Mh, I’m ower tired 
Bor to say my prayers ! 

Kiss me, ma, . . Good-night. 

« . Take me up stairs.” 

'*0 I Bobbie, dinna 
Yoitr wee prayer omit : 

If you oannot say all, 

&y a wee bit.” 

“ WeUi'^a, I will say 
A' wee bittle, then ; 

Will this bitUe do, iiia Y — 

< Dear Christ . . Amen !’ ” 

Simple, oomjprebensive ! 

Love and Trust are there ! 
What more in liturgies. 

Couched in words rare ? 

Only trust and love there ; 

Leaving to Him all, 

Who knoweth every one’s need, 
And marks the sparrow’s fall. 
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Wee Bleepin’ Bobble ! 

Innocent and fair ; 

Smiling in a dream, while 
His mother whlspera there — 

“ Send blessings for the blanks, Lord, 

In Bobbie’s wee prayer/*^ 

ON THE LIP AND IN THE HEABT. 

O ! for my youth on the Cheviot fell. 

Where thi* dew-pearl hung from the blue heatb •bell, 
Where the wild rose boughs *mong tbe^hairirtborn stray'd. 
And the daisy peeped ’neath the oreokt^ shade. 

(From eyes, bright and blue as the dewy bell. 
And soft as the daisy, her ewe^ itlaaoe fell ; 
Like the wild rose-tint <t»n the hfk^s^hom laid, 

Was the bloom on the ebsek of thy border maid.) 

O I on a Cheviot fell, in the bright spring day, 

The sun-glints gleamed on each crag and brae ; 

And the wee white cloud, from the lift of blue, 

Fell and kissed the earth with its lips of dew. 

(An old, old story that never dies, 

• A love-light glance from her answering eyes, 

A lover’s vows on her sweet lips laid — 

And 1 won the heart of my border maid.) 

The lark, as it soared from the breast of the bill, 

Bang in loving response to the rippling rill ; 

But a storm once gathered and drovTned their song 
In my listening heart, when I was young, 

(’Tis but a memory ! Long Ago 

My love was laid where twnowslips blow, 

By the village church, ’nlp^ the diestiut shade ; 
And my heartdies there vritb . my border maid.) 

• l'envoi. 

Like that saddening memory of long ago, 

The dark haze tioats in the vale below ; 

But out from its shadow, the stream to me 
Bings of rest to come in the distant sea. 

BOJJJNIE NITH. 

O boqpie Nith, O bonnie Nith, 

What thochts the name brings back to me t 
The happy days o’ anld langsyne 
When young hearts sported merrily ! 
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The days We spent alang thy banks 
We fondly dream’d wonlif endless be, 
crystal stream was ever there, 

We thoc^tna that it sought the sea. 

Far *niBOg the hills thy fountain fills 
Wi' oountless tills of crystal hue, 

'Mid purple heeth end blooming flowers 
Whose petals kep the nailer dew. 

The soft hre^se ham the mountain top 
Flows o'er tl^ h&a in dimples rare, . 
And white^dtende^ floating In the lift 
Like anc^l totm, M mirror'd there. 

In days of *old, when (grants ruledi 
And armed oppression stalked the land. 
Our noble sires oft Sought thy vale 
To 'scape the stroke of murderous hand ; 
And then thy eiroHng hills did hear, 

And softly echoed back again, 

The covenanters* piuJm of praise 
Sung to the martyrs* noble strain. 

And well they eall.kiee martyrland. 

Thy every spot of ^ound is dear 
To Freedom and Religion's cause, 

Whose heroes died without a fear. 

Frae high Oorsegelliooh's sainted cairn 
To Griflers pm beside the sea. 

Each bordering height still marks the plac 
Where martyrs’ mood flow'd into thee. 

Nor martyrs' blood Mkme ye boast, 

For Burns's moflpi^Bt lies near ; 

He sang, '*Thy bosipt banks and braes, 
The winding stream he loved so dear." 
Though nature gave thee fruitful vales 
Aim Hoenes of beauty fidr to see, 

A rarer oharm ye now possess— 

The poet's shrine and memory. 

’Neath brighter skies, in fairer climes, 

Tve wandered far from thee, deaiLstreain, 
But homeward still my thoughts go back 
To hear thy sweet voice in a dream — 

And ever thus, O bonnie Nith, 

My heart will fondly turn to thee 
And youthful days spent on thy braes, 

ITl lo’e thee till the day 1 dee. 
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GEORGE BOYD 

^riTni Kilmarnock in the year 1848, and 

VL\l% served his apprenticeship as a house-painter 
in the same town. He afterwards worked in Glasgow 
for about five years, during which period he gained 
wide and varied experience in his calling. This 
fully qualified »him for subsequently commencing in 
New Cumnock, Ayrshire, as a master painter, a 
business he has carried on for over thirteen, years. A 
friend informs us of^ the by no means uncommon fact 
in our experiences of the tastes anfl gi^ts of *Hhe 
rhyming brethren,’’ that Mr Boyd has acquired a taste 
for, and no moan proficiency in, the practice of water- 
colour and oil-painting from Nature. This love of the 
fine arts affords him a solace and a pleasure highly 
congenial to his poetic temperament. 

Mr Bo]^d’s first appearance in print was in the 
Kilma/rnock Post, when he was only fifteen years of 
age. Since then he has contributed at frequent inter- 
vals to the Glasgow Herald^ Ardrossan Beraldf ITilmar- 
nock Standardy <kc. His subjects are mainly reflective, 
and are marked by contemplative seriousness — showing 
him to be a close observer of Nature and a loving 
admirer of its beauties. It is evident that as an 
artist, as well as a poet, he ia^ singularly sensitive to 
all forms of beauty — animate and inanimate. 

• 

* AN ARTIST’S STUDIO. 

Up in a court obscure and dim, 

With walls and fiooring scant and grim, 

A weary artist lay ; 

A windoig, patch’d, let in the light 

That winter’s morn, so coldly bright, 

With cruel, searching ray. 

A new-lit fire within the grate ; 

A something covered with a plate 
Reside the rising flame ; 
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A cheat, with faded cloth u’erlaid, 

Hia simple breakfast things displayed, 

* Sufficient all the same. 

An easel stood in light subdued ; 

A pallette set^ full many hued ; 

His brushes lay in state ; 

A canvai^ Ax*d, still pale as snow, 

Till Inspiration might bestow 

A enbjeot that would take. 

The wmdd moves on 'mid show and glare— 
The er^t made oontent, tho’ bare, 

. If only that he lives. 

If fortune to his den repair, 

Tie oft with .patronizing air, ‘ 

And humbles while she gives. 

Oh, hours I oh, days'! oh, waiting years t 
Oh, agonizing wrought in tears ! 

Oh, dreams and little more ! 

Instead where wealth her bounties spiLead, 
An attic and a ornst of bread— 

The portion of the poor. 


COME, GENTLE li;^VE. 

Gome, gentle eve ! for ever welcome thou, 

Laden with balm and earth's returning peace, , 
To soothe with meek repose the troubled brow, 

And bid life’s battle for a season cease. 


Gome, I have watched thee from my grassy height 
O'er the fair heavens descemling soft and slow, 
Weaving thy shadows with the golden light ' 

That o’er the west the slanting sunbeams throw. 

Come, for my heart ie glad ; from every spray 
Swells witn o’erflowing joy the warbler^s song. 
Bearing my purest thoughts to heaven away, 
Where struus undying fill the hallowed throng. 


flBaven bestows 
Our sonls refreshed, we seek a higher sphere, 

And leave behind our pleasures and our woes. & 

Now from the fields the weary rnsties come, 

Joyous, methinks, their labours at a close, 


O, surely it Is bliss to linger here, 
And auafi! the sweetness which kind 
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Stalk o’er the wanted path that leads them home, 
Where happy smiles may greet them, and repose. 

Season beloved I my spirit's caught in thee, 

And I would stay within thy mystSe light ; 

But time is fleeting, and I turn to see 
Thy presence fading in the folds of night. 


SONG. 

The sunt shineth fair on the braes of Palhanna, 

And high in the welkin the l^k trflls its song ; 

The woodlands are gay in the tlntB of the summer. 

And merrily glide the clear ifat^ along. 

The angler, abrcsd with the mists of the momfng,^ 

Pursues still his sport 'neath tbe]*brea 8 t of the hill ; 

The plough-boy is whistling aloud ^ the meadow. 

His eyes glancing bright as his own mountain rill. 

In the^uplands, so still, the lambkins are bleating, 

The wild birds wheel round me, and flash in the sun ; 

The blithe shepherd lad, with bis faithful yonug collie, 
Seeks his path ’mong the heather till daylight is done. 

• 

But how my heart sinketb 'midst all that is happy. 

For Nature no longer is joyous to me 

Since the light of my ey^e, and my heart’s dearest treasure, 
Js far, far away on the trmherous sea. 

How oft when the moonlight lit up the lone valley. 

And made it a home for the faims to dwell. 

We talked, as we strayed, of the future so lovely— 

The thought of it now makes my bosom to swell. 

His step, so fau^liar, I miss at the dawning, 

His voice, ever pleasing, no longer I hear; 

But Konald is true as the sun that now shineth, 

And beams on his cot, ever sacred and dear. 

Oh ! Powers ever watchful, who guard the dark waters. 
Oh ! guide his lone bark to its port in the West— 

And wake his young soul to its highest endei^our, 

For all thab 18 noblest, and truest, and best. 

Asid as long years revolve, and winter and summer 
Shall change, in their turn, the lov’d face of the glen ; 

A day may arise when we’ll wander together, 

And each be the happier for meeting again. 
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BY THE SEA. 

I stood by the sea when the snn went down, 

The earth was laid in a stillnesB deep, 

So ealm, the great waters seem’d asleep, 

And a glo^ transfigur’d the little town. 

The boats of the fisher folk, afar. 

Like phantoms, show'd thro’ the golden sheen, 
And mnste that charm’d like a summer dream 
Game oyer to me ’neatb the evening star. 

I linger'd t^iere.till the shadows fell, 

And^e llghts were seen along the shore — > 
For my heait was filled with a scene of yore, 
And it held me rapt in its sacred spell. 

I stood by the sea in that long ago. 

But one was near on that peaceful strand : 
Metbinks I fed the 'soft touch of a hand, 

And hear a sweet voice that whispers low. 

Oh ! hours in vdiose transports, pure and deep, 

1 Uve again ; ah ! yet not the same. 

For around my home a dark shadow came, 
And my love now lies in a dreamless sleep. 

My world is dim, tbo’ the skies iwe bright, 

And fiowera spring opening to the sun ; 

Oh ! lift the mists ere my day is done, 

Thon Merdful Qne, Thou Father of Light. 


JAMES FETTES. 


Eev. James Fettes, Edinburgh, was bom. 

Vw at Alnwick in 1819. He passed his Arts 
oottcse in the University of Edinburgh, studied 
theology, Ac., in the Free Church College, and was 
licensed by the Edinburgh Presbytery. Mr Fettes 
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went to Canada in 1846, and having laboured 
in Beauharnois County and the City of Quebec 
for about three years, he was in 1850 inducted as 
minister of Ladhope Free Church, Galashiels. He 
removed to St Andrew’s Presbyterian Cburoh, Douglas, 
Tsle of Man, in 1865, and continued there until be was 
obliged to retire from his charge in 1884, after under- 
going a severe operation. Since then Mr Fettes has 
lived in Edinburgh in very weak health. 

Our poet has done a considerable amount of good 
literary work in his day — some of it original, such as, 
tales, newspaper sketches, articles, reviews, bio- 
graphies j also, translations from the German, such as 
Schiller’s “ Love and Intrigue,” which was published 
by Messrs Black in 1844. Sever^ of his sermons and 
lectures have also been printed separately. He contri- 
buted a tal^— ‘‘ The Victim of Disappointment ” — ^and 
some translations to the Provincial Souvenir ” (1845- 
46), edited by his friend, the late W. Wallace Fyfe, then 
of Paiiey. The ballad, Earl Morton,” from which we 
quote below, first saw the light in the Souvenir,” 
under the nom-de-plume “Aubrey S. V, Stanley.” Along 
with the late Rev. G. 0. Campbell, he, in 1845, assisted 
the late James Hogg in starting “Hogg’s Weekly 
Instructor,” one of the most popular and entertaining 
magazines of the time, and contributed a tale in the 
first volume, entitled “Julia Kenneth,” as well as 
several much-admired translations from the German. 
Mr Fettes being a gentleman of unassuming manners, 
and of a retiring disposition, has net been so widely 
known as he would otherwise have been. “Earl 
Morton ” is a fine specimen of the style of the “auld-warl 
ballant,” and shows that, had Mr Fettes possessed more 
ambition in this line, he would have occupied a high 
position ^mongst our poets. His miscellaneous verses 
flow with rhythmical ease, and are a reflex of his noble 
Christian character, cultured gracefulness, unobtrusive 
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life, homely simplicity of character, and warmth of 
heart. 


EAEL IMORTON. 

A UBGEKDABY BALLAD. 

Up, up, Earl Morto 1 mopnt and away, 

The aTei^er of bipod u bebind ; 

There ia dattKW stid death if loofrer you stay, 

The foeman is near and will brook no delay, 

Let your steed gallop swift as the wind. 

Nteht still dyes the earth, the forest, the skies, 

With darknest to favour your flight » 

No whisper is heard MtYe that of the breeze. 

Which SMeds o’er ihe mountiUn your heart’s blood to freeze, 
That wall flow ere to-morrow’s pale light. 

Your murdered bride’s pale spirit doth stalk, 

Clothed in mist, ,over mountain and plain. 

She, in anger and r^e, with her brother doth walk, 

Fierce, fierce are their looks, and deadly their talk ; 

See, see, they are coming amain ! 

Quick started Earl Morton from his couch in fear. 

His limbs shook with terror and fright ; 

The lights they burnt blue, and the night it was drear, 

The storm loudly whistled, no guardian was near. 

For Satan was busy that night. 

Bari Morton was bold, and Earl Morton was brave, 

Yet the sounds still rung in his ear, 

Which the pale-sheeted wectre, rank from the grave, 

Had uttered that night Earl Morton to save, 

While hia yonng bride lay stretched on her bier. 

Full quickly his Chamber he left in dismay. 

He buckled his brand to his side, 

To the stall of his steed he urged his way— 

Far, far from the castle, ere break of the day, 

Emrl Morton that night had to ride. 


Ele sprang to his steed, nor for saddle did care— 
In the stable a blue flame did play— e 

He orosned the drawbridge, no warder is there, 

, The gates they stand open, the rc«d it is bare, 
And he rushed from his castle away. 
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His charger he spurred, and, acorning to gnide, 

The reigns on his neck down he flung ; 

When anon at his back, and anon at his side, 

' He suddenly found two horsemen did ride, 

Who this wild catch merrily sung : — ' 

“Tramp, tramp, through the g}eii| 

Through moss and through feD>\ ^ 

Earl Morton doth gallop away i 

But gallop, and gallop, and gallop'liajhee'y. 

We’ll chase him forever, he sfafdl life <nu^ 

Though he rida through the world till great jndj^ent day.” 
Such, in devilish glee, did the iwo'ip^^ eay, 

^ As they spur their dark coursers amain. 

Quick o’er the dark heath doth Mor|oii‘ ride, , 

Though the night is as dark as a : 

His blood curdles thick as he thinks of ms fari(^ 

Who is murdered ere yet she tias slept'i^ bis side. 

Yet the flends are more dreadful than all. 

On, on, in despair, through forests and moom. 

While deep thunder rends earth and SHes { 

The forked levin flashes, the rain down j^Urs^ 

No cottagd is near to (^n its doors 




Sulphureous flames and hideous vails 
At times rend the*Rtorm-loadea air ; 

The astonished wight says an Avt and tells 

His beads, as the sounds^rebonnd through the dells, 
And strike on his paralysed ear. 

Still gallops the Earl, though hardly peest 
By the nends who follow behind ; 

With his hand on the mane, his bead on bis breast, 

He goads on his steed, not thinking of rest — 

His foes fill ^is horrified mind. 

The thunder has ceased — all is dreadfully still, 

The storm has raged its last ; 

Nothing earthly is seen — not a tree, house or hiU i 

Heath’s terrible silence the whole space doth fill — 
All trace of humanity’s past. , 

• 

A glimmering light in the distance appears. 

In the faront a black river doth glide ; 

The Earl his steed for a moment uprears, 

Then, dashing along, urged on by his fears, 

He spurs for the opposite side. 
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The fifrey light of morn illuminee the shy, 

The wild, fearful chase is nigh o’er ; 

The fiver is deep ; the wild Sends are nigh— 
Tbetr vietifn they clutch, with a shrill, hellish cry, 
And Bari Bdorton fa never seen more. 


THB- CfiBISTIAN.’S WATCHWORD, 
r-i* “IT IS WBITTBN/’ 

BeT^ ihas. echoed many watchwDrdo, 

Mhuiy watchwords men have given ; 

Bnt'tne 0hrt8t|an*8 only watchword— 

I is Written ” — conies from Heave.i. 

Ocd>r.Wn Word— the Bible— written 
'T»^gh the Eteraal Spirit’s power, 

la the-A^hurdi^ gnide and charter 
In her Mghtwt, darkest hour. 

“ It Is Written "’—Man’s a sinner, 

Gnlftyj loet; end Satan’s slavb ; 

“It ia^Written ” — Christ, the just One, 

Died luid rose the unjust to save^ 

' “It Written”— by Christ only 
Is the tinner hronght to God ; 

' Only through faith in and by Him, 

CaU' the path of life be trod. 

“ It ie Written ” — Christ the life is, 

Glorv, righteousness, and light, 

Of God’s Mew Creation, ransomed 
Ttlibiigfa His precious blood and might. 

’‘Tt is Written ” — Christ’s exalted, 

Egon’s Prophet, Priest, and King ; 

Thus the heavenly hosts adorer Him, 

'Phns on earth believers sing. 

Christ is Head — ^thus “ It is Written”— 

Head and Lord— the King of Kings ; 

Blest the nattions who confess Him, 

And accept the grace brings. 

All the nations who reject Him — 

“ It is Written *' — parish shall ; 

Kings and people, peers and princes, 

He shall crush and conquer all. 
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•the coming rbst.^ 

O I mourn not, weep not, mother dear, 

Calm your vest hear^ dry up that tear ; . 

The rest I’ve sought for many a year, 

That rest is coming now, mother — 

That rest is coming How. 

'Tis true, life's pulse is fliok*rlng^wealr^ 

My strength is gone, pale is my c^e^. 

On earth fresh health I may not 
But rert is coming now, mother— I . 

God’s rest is coming now. . 

• 

By wasting strength, God — ever kind— 

Earth's tender *tie8 has all nntwifMkd, 

And higher thoughts now fill my j^ind ; 

Thoughts of God’s coming rest^ nrothar— ' 

Thoughts of God’s coming risl^ 

Why should 1 doubt, or leaf to to? 

My Saeionr-brothfr lives on hifi^ ] 

Exalted King o’er earth and sky. ^ 

His rest is coming now, mother— 

* Christ’s rest is coming now* 

• 

My Saviour died, hut rose again 
He died my death, He bare my pain ; 

He calls me home with Him to reign. 

Death is just going home, mOt|ier— 

Death is just going home. 

Here life is short, there life ne*^ ends $ 

Here sin breeds pain, there nonglt^ offends $ 

Heaven’s glory all my thongbts ttattspends^ 

Heaven's rest is coming now, mother— 

Heaven’s rest is coming noi^r 

*A beloved daughter, aged twenty^hree, a few days befort her death 
said, in reply to her wee^g mother’s question. Are you afraid to die T' 
— ** Mother, I have long looked upon dying as lust gomg home. I will 
give you a text to comfort you— ‘My presence shalT go with thee, and J 

will ^ve thee rest.’ ” 
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DA.N1EL M‘INTYRE HENDEESON. 

yilVil FOED, in his “ Poets’ Alburn,” truly says 
X ll«/ that among the numerous company that have 
found' homes in the New World there are few who 
strike a eweeter, clearer lyric note than Daniel 
M'Intyre Henderson, author of “ Poems : Scottish and 
American,” published by Messrs Cushings & Bailey, of 
Baltimore, in 1888. Idr Henderson is a native of 
Glasgow^ and was bom on the 10th of July, 1851. 
His father, a native of Thurso, and a c3.rpenter to 
trade, was then employed at Port Diindas by the Forth 
and Clyde Canal Company. In 18C1, when our 
poet was ten years old, the family removed to 
Blackhill Locks, on the Monkland Canal, near Glas- 
gow, where his, parents still reside. Here he found 
himself in a position between town and country 
— near enough to the great city to feeHts stir and be 
moved by the current of its busy life, .and remote 
enoiigh to have the opportunities for contemplation 
and reflection which the country affords. His sur- 
roundings thus had an influence in moulding his 
thoughts into thyme. He received his education in 
his native city; and from his friend Mr Copeland 
(noticed on page 13& of this volume), and Mr 
Ford’s sketch, we urm^tand that on leaving school 
he was sent -to wholesale drapery business 

in Glasgow. By thSE^me Mr Henderson, as already 
hinted, had discovered his poetic facult^y, which chose 
to nianifest itself in the earlier stages of its career 
in^Jlashes of good humoured satire. After filling one 
or two situations, he was appointed book-keeper 
to the Scottish Permissive, Bill and Temperance 
Association, a fact which indicates the interest he has 
ever taken in the cause of temperance, and other 
movements for the moral and spiritual well-being of 
humanity. 
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In 1873 Mr Henderson sailed for America, and 
landed in Baltimore, where he secured a position as 
book-keeper with Messrs E. Eenwick Sons, a large 
and well-known firm of furniture manufacturers, with 
whom he still remains. Memories of btxmsi, %nd all 
the loved and loving ones there, tended to intensify 
and develop his poetic spirit. In 1874 “ he Wrote 
“ Flowers frae Hame,” which attracted mudh-attention, 
and on being set to music by the late Mr Archibald 
Johnson, (jf New York, became decidedly popular. 
Soon after “ Scotland Mine ” appeared^ and proved 
that, however much Mr Henderson had become 
attached to the laud of his adoption, Ids heart stiU 
beats loyally to auld mither Scotland, yr 

Mr Henderson’s most matured efforts have been 
written in Amcriq^, and some of these first appeared 
in the Scottish American Journal, the Ohrutian Leader, 
and other periodicals and newspapers. He possesses a 
remarkable • gift, of fancy and command of lyric 
measure. In all his carefully thOUght-out verse 
there runs a strain of .bright hope, spiritual trustful- 
ness, and a strong feeling of loyalty. He gives us 
numerous sweet home-pictures, showing the man of 
wholesome taste and true culture. As one of . his 
critics has well said — “Coupled to sweetness and 
freshness, there is admirable sinceiity in all Mr 
Henderson’s work.* His poetry forms a worthy con- 
tribution to the v£^t store of genuine lydeal Scottish 
verse, and entitles its author to no mean place amongst 
the sweet singers of his native land.’^ 

REST THEE, BONNIE BOO. 

Rest thee, reA thee, bonnie doo ! 

lu the Faither's keepiu’; 
l^ht ihall fear or fret thee noo. 

In the kirkyard sieepin* ! , > 

Re»t thee, bonnie bairnie, rSet, 

Wakin*8 waefu’, sleep is beet. 
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Rest thee, rest thee, bonnie doo, 
White, white is thy plaidie ! 
See He gieth snaw like ’oo’, 
War-m aojtl lown to hide thee ! 

, Jieet, ijay bonnie bairnie, rest, 
Wwtt*s #aefa*, sleep is beat. 

. , HjBrtJtbee, rest thee, bonnie doo, 

* Biae-^t|^ summer, hriugin’ 
Oowaa^H trhite an' bells o' blue. 
And Uie birdies singin’. 

.Best thee, bonnie bairnie, rest. 
Widdill^S waef tt*, sleep is best. 

jSteet Miee, rest thee, hnnnie diM)— 
' Aye we'll mind tM)r dearie, 
A^the gowden summer through, 
A' the tyinter dreary. 

Best tbfte, bonnie bairnie, rest, 
Waking wahiu', sleep is best. 

BestjMtee, rest thee, bonnie doo— 
Sair has been oor sorrow ! 

Oh threat the bairn we lo'e 
Ih Htaven's gleesonie morrow. 
There), my .bairnie, wakin’s best, 
Tliei% jmy Wrnie, wakin’s rest. 


FLOWRS FKAE HAMB. 

Oh } Iron ye 'what cam' ower the sea ? 

A gowan sae aweht an’ a sprig o' heather, 

Tied wi' a boyutle blue ribban thegitber— 

They nam' in a letter yestreen to 

Wha was |t^ think ye, sent them T Wha 
But the ae deardassie that lo’es me wbel, 

We vowed to Ilk Ither we wad be leal, * 

. she's true to me, though I'm far awa’. 

r Whaiir, ken ye, does my lassie bide ? 

^^aur the martyrs dee’d, whaur the poet sang, 
tWhatir this heather grew, whaiir this gowan sprang 
On the flower-fringed banks o' the bonnie Clyde. 

My lassie kens me rough but true, * 

An’ that's what she means by the heather-bell ; 

But the gowan sae sweet is her aiti sweet sel*. 

An’ Conslaucy’s token's the ribban blue. 
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“ I lo’e thee weel, 1*11 aye be leal,’* 

That is the mensage the honoie flow'n bring ; 
They gladden my heart and they gar me efng. 
Oh, 111 aye be leal, fo^c 1 lo'e thee weel. 

Scotland ! 'tie thine, the heather free — ' 

My Scotland, 'tie thine, the bnnnie wee gowan j 
An’ by a’ the waters between us rowin', 

I’ll aye be true to my lassie an* thee. 


SEEKIN* SYMPA4DHY. 


Twa e'en as biicht as mornin* lleht, 

And bluer than the lift abune^ 

They cuist a glamour ower my si6ht» 

And stole my heart ere a* was duifte ! 

Sic huroc in my breast they wroobt. 

Sic fangs o* love they garr’d me dree, 

I thucht ayd sig^bed and sighed and thoeht, 

And then 1 wished that I mioht dee f 

* I tell’t my sorrow to the breeze, 

Tb hear, it sigh in sympathy ; 

But ah. it whistled thro' the trees» 

An' listenin’ birdies lauebed '^ta-^bee " i 
I socht the shore at eenin’>tide 
And tell’t the rowin’ tnmbliii' eee^ 

But wheest, wheest, wheest,” was a* ft cried. 
And oh, 1 wished that 1 mioht dee 1 

1 cried to a’ the stars abnne, 

And bade them hear me luak* my maen : 
There's naething new aneath the mnne, 

They winked and glowere<t and winked agipla ; 
And Jock, uuy frien’ langsyne at sobnle, 

I thoeht guid counsel he mioht gie ; 

But na, he lauched and oa’d me fuie. 

And oh, 1 wished that 1 mioht dee 1 

Yestreen I met her at the well— 

The lassie wi’ th^ witohin* een. 

And there I tell’t it to herseP, 

The love that racked me morn and e'en— 

Oh, wiAd and sea and stars and men. 

Ye a' may lauoh or frown for me^ 

The lassie vowed to be my ain. 

And noo 1 dinna wish to dee ! 
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THE SNOW. 


A child looks out on the falling snow, 
With woudnHng e^es and bright, 

And the little heart is all a»fluw 
With rapturous, new delight, 

As merrily round the white flakes go, 
And the world is lost beneath the snow. 


A mother looks on the falling snow, 

Then looks on her baby boy ; 

Her eyes ore Biled with the overflow 
Of her sours sweet love and joy : c 

The falling, snow and her baby bright— 

Has the earth aught else so'pnre and white ? 

An old man looks on the falling snow, 

And into hie dreamy heart 
A message drops from the long ago, 

And the sodden tear-tirops start : 

Ah 1 who^hut he and his Grod can know 
The thoughts that wetl in a flake of snow v 

A saint loidcs out on the falling snow, 

And tbinke bow its flakes are white, 

To telhUs ^e Father will bestow 
A garment as fair and. bright ! 

Oh ! sweet iti Eden the flower will blow 
Whose germ was nourished beneath the snow 


TAM, TAMMY. 

When I was hot a toddlin’ wean, r. 

My 'father's pet, my nnther’s lainiuie, 
dae proud were they, sae blythe and fain. 
When I could ca’ them dad and mammic / 
My f either danced me on his knee, ' 

My mither sang sweet lilts to me. 

An* oa'd me aye her Tammy, 

An* oh, young manhood’s gleesoiue days, 
When Kate an* I first mdt ilk ither •' 

An’ oh, our rambles o'er the braes, 

'Mang yellow broom and purple heatker ! 
'Twas Tam she ca’d me, an* it meant — 
Altho’ I kenn’t na hoo I kenii’t— 

That 1 was mair than brither. 
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Bu£ years ha’e ooma, and years lia*e flown ; 

Eh me ! an' ooald they no* ba*e tarried ? 
My hair is fprey. Pm aulder growSi 
It’s twa score years sin* 1 was married ; 
An’ saxteen summers' suns hae gane» 

An* saxteen winters’ snaws ha*e lain 
Aboon my Katie, bnried. 

I wadna fret for what maun be. 

But say, IV % weel / whate’er Ma* me ; . 
My frien s are guid an* kind to me, 

An^ Tammaa, wi’ respect^ they ea* me ; 
Ife sweet— yet aye, sae frail I am, 

• I min’ my Katie oa’d me Tam, 

My mither ca’d me Tammy. 


OH, LIPPEN AND BE; LEAL. 

A PABAPEBASB. ^ 

OK lippen and be leal f 

* The Faither’s bairns are ye— 

A’ that He does is weel. 

And a’ that’s gold He’U gle I 

The birds they ken nae eark, 

They fear nae canid nm^^weet— 

His e’es ower a* His wark, , 

They dinna want for meat. 

Think e’ the bonnie floo’rs^ 

Wi' slender gracefa* sU^, 

Drinkin’ the summer sliOw*i^ 

The Faither oares for them t 

The lilies o’ the fleld 
At God's aln biddin* bl 09 in ; 

His bosom is their beild, 

His breath is their perfume. 

And if He minds the floo’rs, 

And decks them oot sae mw, 

He’ll care for you and yours— 

Then trust Him wi' your a*, 

The Faither's bairns are ye— 

A' that He does is weel, 

And a' that’s guid Hell fide— 

Oh, lippen an* be leal t 
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JOHN M‘CLUBE, 

a UTHOR of “ Eijhoes from Sutinyland ” (Glasgow : 

Johns. Marr & Son, 1874) is a native of the 
parish of Gptmonnell, South Ayrshire, where his 
father was an extensive sheep farmer. Many years 
ago, howevert the family removed into Wigtownshire, 
and settled on farm of .Barvennau, Newton-Stewart. 
Local tradition says that our author is descended from 
a race of men no^0d lor their great physical strength 
and witty s^tentious sayings. . Many instances of 
such characteriStiQB are. related by the older people of 
these parts. Ilie subject of our sketch received his 
education partly |rom tutors in the family, and partly 
at the village sokool of BarrhilL Subsequently he 
attended one sesrion at the Glasgow University. He 
was always fond of reading — Goldsmith, Macaulay, 
and Hugh Millpr^ . with a little of Thackeray and 
Dickens, being his favourite prose authors. In poetry 
he has alw^s preferred Scott and Byron to Words- 
worth and Teimyscm. Prose has' generally been his 
vehicle of thought^ and the writing of his poem, '‘Echoes 
from Sunnyland/’ Which has been well received, was due 
to circumstances rather than a predilection to woo the 
muses. During 1887 he published, under the norn^de- 
phtme “ M. N. wyhert,** a volume of pro3o entitled “ By 
the CliflPs Brow.” '- It,, too, has had a good reception 
both from the press and the public. Business duties, 
however, have dominated over his literary labours and 
love of books. For the last sixteen years Mr M‘Clure 
has been settled in Bathgate, Linlithgowshire, where 
and in the . Edinburgh Corn Exchange, ho is actively 
employed as a seedsman. His volume oL- “ Echoes ” 
comprises nearly all his contributions to p»\ 7 try. It is 
a well-sustained poem of five cantos, showing the truly 
poetic and ardent lover of Nature in all her moods, the 
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intelligent 'observer of character, and portraying the 
simple joys and sorrows of humble rustic life. Through- 
out the poem there are numerous brightly-painted word 
pictures of rural scenes, as well as graphic descriptions 
of stem mountains, lonely moors, smiling :ralleys, and 
rippling streams, interspersed with graceful and tender 
lyrics. As has been remarked by a compe^nt author- 
ity, the poem contains wealth and variety of rhythm 
and rhyme,, tasteful adaptation of style to story, and 
all else that indicates a poet’s vocatiw.’^ 

THE THUNDBRBTpBM,. 

Clouds darkly piled o’erhang Ska west ; 

The wind hath sobbed itself ^rest, 

Like fitful babe — so oalmljraiffl. 

Not even the restless aspens tbnU. 

The feathery tribes on leafy spray 
Bit mute, as if had closed the diy. 

The fiocks unbidden crowd the fold ; 

T|ie lowing kine seek sheltered hold. 

, The sun, erst dight in g:loryrSys, 

Now, darkling, hides >him tmgi our gaze. 

In sadder era 'raid th’ sward l^/driist. 

And nature all wears look dwbeSt. 

For the voiced thunder distant kolls : 

Now earth seems tottering ouhet; polls. 

Like trembling paralytic pate* 

Whose palsied limbs to bear hnn fail. 

And, lo 1 adown the westera;s1^-^ 

Like mountain torrent, swotlen 
Bursts, tortuous, an electric 
Of thiice concentrate fiery ^ 

Far as the eye may ken it sends' , 

A thip pale light, which horror tshds, 

Intense, t' the fiery gulf within, 

And seems to swell the thunder*s din, , ^ 

The clouds, dissolved, in torrents pour ; 

The swollen stream sends forth its roar, 

And o’er its banks, now erring wide, 

Pours down the glen a troubled tide. 


But, hark ! what crash accosts our ear 

To add fresh terror to our fear t 

'Tis the thunder-bolt which, shot from beav’n, 

With furrows deep the earth hath riven, 
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And prostrate laid yon lusty oak, 

On which, unscathed, oft storms awoke. 
And there a tall pine smitten lies. 

Which erst shot proudly to the skies. 
Shattered its stem, and blackened all 
Its foliage fair, like funeral pall. 

Heay’n flings her fires more awful round, 
The spacious, skyey domes resound 
With crash terrific, ev*n as Jove 
With rain wheels rode past above. 


And now tiie storm’s all passed away. 

We forth htnem from onr leafy bower, 

And drink the glories of thef hour. 

The smi earth flow with golden light, 

And diamonds, every leaflet dight. 

The birds mm tarols from every spray ; 

The cattle loir as they wend their way ; 

The flocks come forth with eager feet. 

And, bleaiit^, jieek their pasture-meatt 
The hawthorns up the staepy vale 
Pour balmy odkiurs on the gale, 

Prom boughs o-erhnng with blossoms white, 
As snows them erreathe on stilly night.. 

All hatare now; wears gladsome look— ' 

JS'en troutlets, wanton in the brook ; 

And myriad Insects wing around 
To tdll their joys in buz^ng sound. 

SCOTLAND, TflOO flOLDEST IN THY TRUST. 

SooUand, tbon boldest in thy trust 
Much of thy martyred children’s dasti— 

Thy glens, thy bills, and moorlands drear 
To them how oft have given a bier ! 

Their ashes, scattered far around, 

Have made thee consecrated ground. 

/Thenoe Phosnix-like arose, benign, 

The sprite of Liberty, divine, 

To bless our soil, and from thy shore 
Waft kindred weal the nations o’er. 

What though no storied marble teU 
Where now they rest or how they fell, 

Be honoured woo their lives did give 
That we in freedom’s lap might live ; 

Be, too, revered each nook and glen 
Where sleep those saorifidal men. 
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0, WOMAN FAIB! 

O, woman fair !— the fairest light 
That may the eye of man delight— 

More soft thy monld, more faiif tliy eheek ; 
Impulsive, loving, tmstful ; 

Conscious of weakness, seeking stay, 

As th* vine on prop its hold doth liy : 
Man’s lot, hence, meetly formed td idmre. 
Solace and softener of hii care: 

As breath of Spring upon the flower. 

Thy gentle presence owns a power 
Wpich lordly man must er er owp, 

By which he’s blest or overthrown. 

Use wise that power, a p^erwlil<di ttiay 
The sage's breast, the mobaroh’i sway ; 

And if mayhap thy conquering eharmt 
Beckon to thee a lover’s arms, 

His love with a medt lo^e req#te, 

If thou therein dost take delmht : 

But woo not by one look hW mime t 
Who may not, dare not, e’ei! thee elatm. 
Else mayst thou vex another's rest, 

^d wing an arrow to thy breast. 


mV land, my nativb la:^ tarejnbll. 

My land, my native land,' teawdl,. 

It is hay last adien ; 

shall thy memories nnr^well. 
Though sunnier shormlitiew. 


Dear Scotia, how my bbi|mVkiut 
To thy sky-soaring fells, 

Where 1 in ohildhoodh my did sit 
»And pluok the heather*betl8. 


Thon sanctuary of Freedom Iflest 
'*And seat of patriots free, 

Thou land of hallowed Sabbath rest^ 
I, grieving, turn from thee. 


Farewell, poor cot. with rushes speead. 
Hid ’mong yon heather braes : 
Earth’s dearest home, thou lonely shed, 
'J'he seat of my young day& 


Farewell, thou rustic house of prayer, 
Where, on the Saored Day, 

1 bent the knee with reverent air. 

And taught my lips to pray. 
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Onoe more farewell, each stream and glon, 
With teeming mem'ries dear ; 

Ye mountain birds, thou thrush and wren, 
All qlaim my parting tear. 


ANNIE STEEL 

a daughter of tbe late Mr Steel of Newington, in 
the parish of Auuau, who was a man of marked 
ability and of mhcih Influence in his native district of 
Annandalel Miss' Steel received her education at 
Findie Lodge, Annaiu — a seminary for young ladies, 
admirably-ocmduoted by the Misses MacM aster. She 
has inherited much! of her father's taste for literature, 
and is a rdued contributor to several newspapers. 
Though one of the. most youthful of our writers of 
verse, she has cdreadj^produoed much that is full of 
excellent promise. Her poetry is musical and flowing, 
of a reflective cast, eyincing quiet observation, and is 
often richly imagin^ive. 


DSbEAMS. 

Z drsAmt 1’ What was my dream 
A dream of love, 

.And that seemed 

Vrottt heaven above. 

** If thou shalt dream it thrice, 

Love comes to you.’* 

1 dreamt it only onoe — it ne'er came true. 

I dreamt 1 What was m^ dream 
A dream of fame. 

Of honour, praise, of power, 

And lofty aim. 

** If thou shalt dream it tfarioe, 

Fame comes to you.*' 

I dreamt it only twice— it ne'er came true. 
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I dreamt ! What was my dream f— 

A dream of woe, 

Of aD(i:iiiBb, and of pain, 

Of grief. And, lo 1 
I slept and dreamt it tbrioe->* 

To me came woe. ^ 

I’ve lived, and learned at last 'twaa better bo. 


THE SEA. 

The sun sinks low, 

Tlie evening glow 
Steals o’er the land ; 
The aephyrs blow. 

The wavelets flow 
To kiss the sand. 

** My lover dear 
He Cometh near. 

And soon 1*11 see 
The ship in sight, 

And ere the n&ht 
With me he^ be,** 

The wild wind movRA 
A maiden roame, 

.With angnislk dnmb 
The huge waves roar 
Toward the shore. 

The night has oome* 


LOST. 

Only a light mist floating. 
Gently it oomea and goes ; 

Oi^ a traveler hasfnii^ 

Home ere the daylight’s close. 

Only a thick fog creeping-^ 

A stealthy, treaok^ns foe ; 

Only a wand’rec straying 
Far from the plain below. 

Only tbe cruel darkness. 

In it a spirit's flight ; 

Only the morning mrightness 
After the gloom of night. 
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THE SOLWAY SHORE. 

The eon is shining brightly 
Upon the Solway shore ; 

A fltald is singing lightly 
The same strain o'er and o'er, 

'* Farew^ dear lore, farewell again ; 

O I qtiiofc^ haste to me once more — 
To meet Is foy, to part is pain. 

Beside /tM treacn'rons %lway shore.*' 

The son no longer shineth 
Upon the SdTway shore ; 

A weeping maiden monmeth, 

The stormy billows roar. 

Farew^ farewell, for evermore ; 

Ah I ne'er again I'll see thee, love, 
TUI aitmt life's dark night is o’er, 

Upon the golden shore above.” 


AGNES H. BOWIE. 

yilVlSS AGNES H. BOWIE is well entitled to 
occupy a niche among the poets of Scotland. 
Bom in the village of Bannockburn, near one of the 
most famous historic sites of our country, the romantic 
scenery and the inspiring associations of the neigh- 
bourhood early develop^ the poetio temperament. 
The first poem she wrote was when she'wa^ about ten 
years of age, the subject being ** The Sabbath.” She 
informs us that she will never forget how her father 
looked when be read it. She still seems to hear him 
say — “ If the Lord has given ycqi that gift, see that 
you lay it on the altar ; and oh ! seek grace to use it 
for His praise and glory.” c 

Miss Bowie is the third daughter of the late Mr 
William Bowie, builder, Bannockburn. Her mother, 
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whose name was Agnes Henderson, was descended 
from an old family who were farmers on the 
Braes of Doune. The subject of our sketch removed 
to Glasgow when very young, to take charge of 
her brothers and make a home for thc^m. She still 
presides over the household of two of thcfm, devoting 
a great portion of her time to obhi’Ob and mission 
work, and writing occasional poelna 
The Eev. Dr Macmillan, Greenockj to whom we are 
indebted for the details of this sketch, and of whom 
she says : “ every day I live, and every line 1 write, 
I am debtor to Dr Madmillan’s minisia^ and ftiendship,” 
informs us that she inherited muchof poe^c tempera- 
ment from her father, a man of fine t3h|^racter and deep 
insight into the religious and poetic side of things. 
She began to qompose poems on v^ous subjects at an 
early age. The tendency of her was towards the 
lyrical, and* the picturesque incidents' in which the 
history of our country so largely abounds famished 
her with many a theme for a quaint and stirring 
ballad. She excelled in this latter form of composi- 
tion. It gave her inspiration and her sensibility full 
scope. Of late years she has cultitated itiore particu- 
larly what may be called the myi»tical or analogical 
form of poetry, and we have seen several specimens of 
this kind which abound in beautiful thoughts and 
sparkling imagery, clearly and succinctly expressed. 
Miss Bowie is evidently possessed of a keen analytical 
mind, wide sympathies, vivid fancy, warm affection, 
and great power of seeing the resemblances and 
analogies of natural and religious things^ Bhe-has 
cultivated an easy flowing style of verse, and the 
stream of her poetic* thoughts runs between flowery 
banks, with a sweet musical cadence, and a clear 
sunny sparkle. Dr Macmillan, who, before removing 
to Greenock, was her minister in Glasgow, adds~“Much 
and well as she has already written, T believe that the 
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author of such a fine and expressive poem as “ The 
Martyr’s Crest,” has not yet reached the full maturity 
of her powers, and that the stream of her poetry will 
yet cut for itself a deeper channel and gather a larger 
volume as her faculties expand by cultivation, and her 
experience of life grows richer and fuller. She loves 
poetry for its own sake, and finds in it much solace for 
all the duties of life. What she has already done is 
exceedingly creditable to her, and will, I am sure, be 
an augury of greater and more successful endeavours in 
the years to come.” The fallowing verses arc from a 
poem descriptive of the anniversary day of the battle 
of Bannockburn, on the occasion of the inauguration 
of the new flagHSteff, 25th June, 1887 : — 


The rammer ran rides i^and and liipfh- 
Great monandi o’er a olouc1IeB«i sky ! 

In araltb of this beauteous noon, , 
For ’tie the hekht of lorely June ; 

And eong and nragranoe everywhere 
Are wamd on the blissful air. 


See bow the hedge-rows, blossomed white, 
Are shining o’er the landscape bright ; 
"^bere faity knowes of golden broom, 

And Unsbing roees all -bloom. 

With bonnie blue and crimson bells, 

Ugbt op the brackens in the dells. 


How stately grows the thistle here 1 
How proud those bulliant poppied rear 
Thrir heads among the early corn ! * 

Where wildings all the lanes adorn ! 
And hanks of daisies smiling say 
Come here and keep high holiday 


A sense of joy is ip the breeze. 

With dream-like hum of laden bees ; 
’Mong milky clovers in the grass, • 
Where lambs are bleeting as yon pa'«8 ; 
And, oh 1 how glad the Bannock flows— 
The music of my song it knows. 
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OUT OP THE DARKNESS. 

Out uf the darknees into the lii?ht« 

Clothed in her robes of radiant white : 

Berne away by the ai^el band, 

Led into light by her Savionr’s hand~ 

Oh ! what a rapture of glad surprise 
Now has burst on her opened eyes. , 

Long, long ago, in her youth's sweet dawtt^ 

Over her vision a veil was drawn — 

While the sunshine gleamed in her dowii!i|r hair, 
And the world around her was bright and fair ; 
Whed a joyful child she culled the flowers^ 

Her sky grew dark in«her morning haani» 

And nothing that wealth or love could dov 
(^'uuM bring one ray to those eyes of blue : 

For the dear child looked in a wonder gam 
Though the sun shone forth in meridian blase ; 

She saw the heavens as a boundless track, 

Hut the heavens to her were veiled in bla^. 

And how tdiall we speak of the heart’s despair, 

Of those parents who wrestled with Qud In prayer ; 
Whose cry went up throimh the patl of tkigbt 
To ask fur the largess of His swm light 
For thin loved one, who now in darknets fay ; 

They held by the angel till break of day. 

And deem not the God of Sabaoth's ear 
Was deaf to the cry of his children dear-*- 
They asked for the light of the sun, but Qe 
Gave a light that no mortal eye could eae'; 

For into the h^art of their chud her Lord 
A light that is not of the earth had poured. 

While He led her forth to a land so strange. 

He Snriched her with grace to bear that change ; 
He ’luinined her soul with His lo^e Divine, 
lie chose her in suffering here to shine ; 

And no murmur we heard from her patient tongne, 
Through her darkened life her heart still sung. 

• 

And now that the tale of her life is told, 

And she yalks with the saints the streets of gold-^ 
Where they need not the light of the menu or sun, 
Where she hears from her fjord the glad **wcn done 
While we mourn on earth the loss to<day 
Of the gentle spirit that has passed away. 
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Methinks amnnc all that radiant throng 
- Will arise than her’s no sweeter song ; 

The angels will hiish their harps to hear 
Her triumph notes so glad and clear ; 

While we in the valley^/mong the tents of men, 
Vi^fll jcdu to the anthem our loved amen. 

A MOUNTAIN NYMPH. 

Maiden with the raven hair, 

AiMh^d eyehrowB passing fair, 

Madiatlng round thee ever 

Yoalli'iB eweet light from God the Giver. 

« 

^oy was ottie, who walked with thee 
A^hltehy Uionntain, glen, and sea; 
Nym'ph of that wond'rous fairy land, 
Bndhanting as with magic wand ; 

Sandling with thy guileless art 
'Bhnotions high in ev'ry heart, 
Mekingiearth again to seem * 

Fate and lovely as a dream. 

Bring fairest buds that blow 
Of IhelUleA white as snow, 

Twide thhm with the ivy green. 

Here to erown onr fairy queen. 

Warbling songsters o’er the plain 
Bobo ye the glad refrain ; 

Lady^ 4)eantitul and sweet, 

Iiove Hes bleeding at thy feet. 

WEDDING BELL^i.. 

Ring entl ring ont 1 oh, wedding bells, 
Bing soft, and long, and clear*: 

Ring t'hrongh the halls of Silver Welle — ' 
lUng, ring, with gladdest cheer. 

Bing till a thousand hearts to-day — 

A thousand far and near — 

Shall echo back your joyous lay, 

And pay sweet homage here. 

Ring, ring, for now a queenly maid, * 

In summer’s beauteous bloom. 

Comes forth in bridal robes arrayed 
To meet her gallant groom. 
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Ring while with iremuIouB delight 
Her gentle bosom swells, 

To view that land of promise bright — 

Ring, ring, oh 1 wedding bells. 

Bing, ring, for now she soon shall stand 
And breathe her vows divine ; 

Bing while she gives her lily hand 
To wear the mystio sign. 

Ring while her maidens strew sweet dowehi 
All o’er her bridal way, 

And angels, from their starry towers, 

, Smile on her joys to*day. 

Bing, ring, through all these galdm hours 
That deeper joy foretells. 

Of wedded love in blissful bower— * 

Bing on, oh I wedding bells. 

tfOURN NOT LONGER GENTLE LADY. 

Monrn not longer gentle lady, raise thy golden head, 

As a dew-drenched lily drooping o’er thy loved and dead, 
Boses, let them bloom once more, o’er thy Obeelc so fair, 

Youth in all its regal beauty should be reigtiilig there. 

Dwell not now on sorrows over, olonda most jpass away, 

Unto thee a light is breaking, of a grander duiqr* 

Flowers shall blossom on thy pathway, joyous as the spring, 
Fuller harmonies shall wake thee and thy heart shall amg. 

THE MARTYR’S CREST.* 

* This memorial is affectionately dedicated to MIbb 6arab Spreull, the 
lady personated in thj 3 >oem, as atribute to the nemoqrof herkbisman, 
John Spreull (Boss John), bom 1046, and died 1708, a worthy dtlsen of 
Glasgow, and a representative man of his day. BEe was the last of those 
who suffered imprisonifiont in the Isle of the Base Bock tor his defence 
of rcOigiouaJibertv in the times of Claverhoose. After Ms releaBe he 
assumed as motto on his crest the words, ** Sub pw&en wisaft).” 

What means this motto, quaint and grand. 

On this our ancient crest. 

As written by some hero's hand, 

I grow ’neath wveight opprea’d *’ ? 

Did s(yne mighty warrior win it, 

As conqueror of the field— 

Carve this palm branch and pomegranato 
On signet, sword, and shield? 
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Was there then a inan^late royal ^ 

To honour so this lord, 

Were ten hundred kni^^hts all loyal 
Following with the sword ? 

Was theve gh^rdoti still more precious 
To hla noble daring, 

' l^ved and gracious, 

All hU bonohyrs sharing ? 

WM tiMira. s^ from tower and casllu, 
in the breeze, 

^aatiere bone by lord and vassal v 
Sny^ I n^frebie glories these ? 

l b inan« and holy, 

^;dwnnd Iri^ enflTring, pain, and loss, 
Idkathe meek and lowly, 

Bending mdenhatb a cross ; 

" In those daW of tribulation, 

ISjhw 4#iei.bnbdred years ago, 

When the mood of our loved nation 
Was ^n^^Vbter made to flow ; 

When Clnyerhonae with warriors fierce 
B^e nU .weeping land, 

And muiT A noble heart did pierce 
Wlthn^di^ mnrd’rous hand, 

'Twas thenbor kinsman, strong in youth, 
Amid those .etorins so drear, 

Stood forth a.dhampion for God's truth 
All nol^And sincere. 

'.S V J 

Nor did he glee his God that day ^ 

A servlebnf ho oost : 

Fell soon was bis the price to pay 
Of heme and freedom lost. 

Soon exiled in a foreign land, 

Bie'wealtfa, his all laid down, 

All seized by ruthless spoilers’ hand 
As booty for the Crown ; « 

While, in his absence, wife and child 
Their cruel vengeance taste — 

Driven forth by brutal soldiers wild 
From home in awful haste. 
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Then «<rhen the wearied exile seeks 
To visit home once more, 

The persecutorB* fury reeks 
All direful as before. 

He had but touched his native soil, 

And as he quietly slept, 

Outworn with travel and with tnil. 

Their spies a watch have kept. 

The sleerunur man they rudely Wkkto* 

Though ot a friend the gnest, 

As pris'nbr of the State to take 
By warrant and arrest, 

• 

And yet in him tliere was no eauap 
Or crime against the State ; 

They are the breakers of the laws 
They madly vindicate. 

K 

He had but changed with good CargUl 
Some words of salutation, 

As fiiends in common suffenngli w$U, 

Or leaders in a nation. 

But these marauders range tixe gUm, 

The hamlet, and the city^ ^ 

Like wolves or lions of the dea» 

They neither spare nor pi^. 

Ami 80, their victim now togala^ 

They torture with the boo^ 

But nobly he endures its pain. 

Calm, firm, and resolute : 

Until DeUiel, that coward, uttered 
Those words so dark and gdm-^ 

“ Bring the old boot ; * this,’* he mattered, 

** Is not enough for him.’* 

But heart and flesh grow sick and odd 
To bring their deeds to light ; 

T leave much cruelty untold, 

Too black for me to write. 

Enough, that by^a soldier borne, 

They send him back to jail 
All )acei.ited, sore, and torn, 

Accepting not of bail. 

* A more ancient and exomdating form of torture. 
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Nor pleadinK wife may entrance find 
To soothe niBBufferingB there, 

Or tender hands his wounds to bind-' 
Denied a surgeon’s care. 

But God is neat in that dread hour 

Of agony and pain, 

A pmenthelp-Hi rook— -a tower, 
Where help of man Is rain. 


Seven yeare of hie fair manhood’s prime, 
Confined within the **Ba8s,” 

Through all that weary troublous time 
A pneoner^ life to pass. 

Yet his was no fanatio creed, 

Or weird aseetio’s dream, 

But noble purposoi aim, and deed, 

His country to redeem. 

He oast his lot with men who dared 
The faggot and the rack, 

And gladly In their troubles shared 
To win out freedom back. 

His Ufci a presence and a power, 

^ His oounseliL great and wise, 

Were to the Cnurob a precious dewer — 

A living eaorifioe ; 

Till came an Interlnde of peaoe 
’To our afflicted nation. 

When weary pefaioners had release 
By royal proclamation. 

Then well 1 wot no subject was 
More loyal, brave, or true. 

Than this last prisoner of the Bass,” 
Restored to fife anew. 

A legend says that, when again 
He owned bis rights and lands. 

The Queen a rich pearl necklace then 
Accepted from his hands. « 

And long he bore in after life. 

In this our ancient town. 

The scars and wounds of that hot strife, 
His Master’s marks and Crown. 
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‘*Baa8 John ’ hia townaxnen natn^ him here* 
And we are told by them 
rhis title was to him more dear 
1 han monarch s diadem 

Grreat patient Martyr 1 now we Imo# 

The meaning of that creat--- 
[rod B kingdom has been made to 
By men like thee distrem’d. 

t^ow shines that motto like a elM 
So bright, on us set free, 

\ trophy from that holyjo^lr, 

, Fought out by auoh aSithoe. 


JAMES CHALMERS DBAST ERASER. 

H UTHOll of a volume of poeli£<tet!»d<?d ** Wayside 
Floweib, ^^athered by a ikloog the 

Hitjhwiy of life” (Edinburgh <Mlcated to 

Piofobsor John Stuait Blackie^ remem- 
brance of much iiibtructiolu, good kindness, 

and encouragement,” ^^as bom m th# Cottja^ of Mid- 
lothian 111 1850 He lb the older eo^ql Edinburgh 
phybician, and wab educated -at the Edinburgh 
Academy, from which, in due oouvsei to proceeded to 
the University of that city, llum'to gMned two 
prizes yi poetry’—the one for the tost ftotricAl transla- 
tion of a Greek choius, and the other for the best 
original poem in Englibh, With a vmY to the recep- 
tion of holy orderb, Mi Frafeer afterwards studied 
theology for two yearh J-t Tnmty CoUoge, GlSnaJmond. 
In 1874 he wab ordamod by the Bishop of Worcester 
to the cui ioy of Hallow, a large agricultural parish on 
Sevemsido, running up into the suburbs of the city 
Canon Popys, a <lcboendaut ol the Diarist, was his 
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vicar. At the close of the following year, hib good 
friend, the late Bishop Suther, of Aberdeen, presented 
him to the incumbency of Bauchory-Ternan, Kincar- 
dineshire, in which h^ still remains. 

Although he oofimders that his volume of “ Way- 
side Flower**, is jnerely the work of his boyhood, 
and published fjlFhen he had little idea of “ selection, 
there are any, weeds amongst the flowers, 

and the voluthe wa$ well received. In the preface, 
the author teila the reader that he has tried to 
follow humbly in the steps of the great masters 
who have gdne^* him, “ by giving every- 

where prominetioo to those great ideas which have 
been the texts o{ the poet in all ages — Love, Life, 
Etemi^ — and to ^kpke them subservient to the Faith 
of the Cross. Trnn|K0eti7, built on such a foundation, 
has expanded Skud men’s minds above this earth 

from the beginning the world, and will coiitmiic to 
do so until the world shall be no more, and that 
Heaven opmis jbo trhkEh it so clearly points.” 

Mr Fraser’s poetty is generally marked by much 
felicity of metrical expression, exalted sentiment, and 
an ever present kindly, human, and Christian tone. 
His simpler pieces mw Characterised by warm-hearted 
tenderness and unassuming sincerity, while his more 
recent productions show high reflective powers, artistic 
finish, and soholatly Culture. 

AULB TIME. 

I tuM lo’ed thee lang au’ truly, 

Syiia first I saw thy face ; 

Tbo’ thej^an bae fl^ sae fleetly, 

Asld Time has Won the race. 

Bat I lo’e thee still as dearly, 

As when my love was new ; 

And hooever lang my journey, 

Anld Time shall find me true. 
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WheD we baith were young 1 lo’ed thee — 
We are but young e^en noo — 

But when baith are auld 1*11 lo'e thee ; 
Time ne’er shall find me rue. 

I hae lo'ed thee in life’s 
1*11 lo’e thee at its eee ; 

And when Time brings on the gtamln’. 
He shall not find me ffelefck’ 

For 1 dae but ken I lo*e ^ 

* I care for nought benhi#t ^ 

Hae Auld ’JPime may try aA* 

I fearna time or tide** 

Ah ! hoo fondly 
Nae tongue or pen can tttl H 
But I tak’ Auld Time to erlHliMe 
That T hae lo*ed thee W’tlU ^ 


ODE-THE PAJIT* 


O Fast ! inysterioui PiMrf ^ ^ 

So dim and shadowy,, yet idenr ; 
bo far removed, and jet tb 
Travelling away eo fatt» 


What IS oui life but ntembVJ''^ 

The Piesent lives but in theifMna-^ 

’fhe futuie is but shadotry. 

T1 e Past is real, and the eatte 
For ever to eternity. x 

That which has been, 

Though now unseen, 

Doth yet must surely wear, tbruugh all our years, 
A fadeless greeu. 

Despite all hopes aud prayers, and sighs and tears. 
The Present fleets away. 

Like a Midwinter day, 

To come Sgain as fart. 

Glad in the livery of the Past, 

, When we have deemed it spent, 

1 ike ghost from BUdes sent, 

To flit before our sight, 

Aud haunt us day and night. 
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Time enoe to me did seem bo lonf? < 

Not in iti weariness, but in its pleasure, 
Joys seemed so thick to tlirong. 

The oeasons were like years in measure, 

I then in Winter used to look for Spring— 
In Sfirins f looked for Summer 
Brown JhiKtM tntno, 1 hailed him Kin^, 
But tnb noxt comer, 

TiU wished them all away. 


Now all m||Mliu|0dlii l^me flies so fleet, 

Bm m the race. 

He eeeoitJkllpWIW 4^ he will beat. 
And W endless chase. 


*ns evo ^ the ere ot life I 
No tuore strife ; 

Hopa lie 

weary sky. 

Memory of mind, 

X4ke sleet HDg Wind — 

T'eagranos Mm heavy floweis and tiees, 
Klohly lading^ eiMlb faint breeze. 

Memory!) A wortw of the Past, 

Holds m eyes to the last ; 

^e may hhbhte what to Youth 
Hath no sSM or end or trnth— 

^WMd resounted ill. 

For ACemoi^^ste^ Wardei still. 


NO 4|IOBS A CHILD. 

I am no more a ehlM ; hut £ feel no repining, 

Though oare and unrest overshadow the man ; 

With my childhood all Oareless enjoyment resigning, 

1 start on the raoe that my forefathers ran. 

1 am no more* a child $ hot I am something higher— 

I*ve oHmsd some move steps to the altar of Tuno ! 

And each step thatl moant bxiogs me nigher and m^her, 
Each glimpse of the Future seeiun yet more BUiiliiJie.r 

I am no more a child ; but 1 inourn not my childhood-^ 
The Uod who redeemed me was also a Man ; 
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And Hin childhood was mended in the might of His manhood, 
The crown of the glorious race that He ran. 

T am no more a child , but I feel no repintiig ; 

I would not return to that 9X9 if I oottld ; 

I will strive day by day to make maiqihpod iptOfO diking 
By thoughts, and by words, and hgf admH Pi good. 


THE 

I look from tbe sky withtt 
Upon the world bdow* 

And all t^t is done nndsMlip 
In the silent night I knm ^ ^ * 
In the glaring day 1 hm 
Behind my onrtafn ^ ^ 

And shut out the bright wA PpMltt 
That mortal men mast vHim 


But, when the Suns bok 
And he sinks away Ih 

To take for hie pillow bulow, 

I awake from my lengdwfiji 
As the Evening ends and rat «J|(lit»dttosnds 
I laugh with a ntw<bni# 

And smile in my tnrth. 

With an eye naif boMi^ 

But, when a pall is sprSi4.ti;irJn. 

The length and breadlll IMUMtit 
I have no fear but shfnt nit tnati 
With a bright and 

For 1 know that men nh thtfl. 

To see my home above, « 

And feel, as they gase at Ptf wi&did tayn> 
New thoughts of wonder and loop ) 


Whbn hurrying gales o*er bills and 4*^1* 

» Sweep with a howling 
Twisting the trees, and sootriiDg tbs seas, 

And bending the stout AaintnaskT* 

I laugh At their rage, and the Wm wtey wage, 
Foi I know that I am safe i 
They catin»^ get me, over ei^ and stn 
1(1 LJkrty away like a waif ^ 


*I listen to mortals who stand at tbe portals, 
And knock at each other a heart; 

I guess their fears, and I see their tears, 

As they struggle at last to part. 
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I beod my ear, the better to hear 
Their love aod their jealousy — 

Ah t 1 know full well what tales they tell, 

Alone to the moon and me 

Butt when the awning is raised, and the Dawning 
O^ee forth to waken the globe, 

1 lay doFwn my head on my cloudy bed, 
Bnwriifiili^ ttilety robe ; 

And I lia?4 4ay to the Sun’s hot sway, 

TUI kim to sleep , 

Thed aland with my kindred band, 

i^Ag4ni3fiiA^l keep. 


WILIflAM SUTHERLAND 

M as bom At Ctatyintoo, a village on the Langton 
estnteij^ bf^OAging to the Breadalbane family 
He was a co&tooipovkry of the late venerable Robert 
Mennon, the AytOiH poet^ noticed in this work. Mr 
Sutherland, in one of his epistles to Mr Mennon, 
oloses as follows :~ 

** Now to oobelnd^ tho’ I’m a rustic bard, 

Of nnocra^ ley* of email or no regard ; 

Altho’ mjrUrmi to merit have no claim, 

Yet Tve a Iwaiuil that's felt the muse's ll<*me ; 

And will he haroy, happy from my heart, 

Whenever you ^ease, ana in whatever part. 

O'er dewing jug, beside some sweet fireside. 

To hear yonr etimlns, fair Ayton’s lofty pride *’ 

All the education Sutherland received was obtained 
at the parish school, and at a comparatively early age 
he was apprenticed to the carpenter trade His poeti- 
cal effusions were composed during his leisure hours, 
aud in bis lonely wanderings amid the* beautiful 
jsceuery of Langton woods He afterwards made a 
venture in commerce, aud opened a grocer’s shop in 
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the tovin of Coldstream, but this not proving a financial 
success he emigrated Nothing was afterwards heard 
of him, and the published edition of his works 
was collected and arranged by the minister of the 
p itish His wiitmgs display an mtSiise love ot nature 
in all her various moods, while a vein of humour 
pervades some of his lighter piecva Of satue, too, he 
had a considerable gift, which U many of 

his effusious , but it is in his 

his best, and although to tt^ his 

name is almost forgotten, soiM hi iSieiitmgS are still 
popular 111 the rural districts w native shire. 
While many of his longer pi^jpes nnly a local 
interest, and the scones and i|feide|rts which called 
them forth have been forgotteDi me songs live in the 
memories of the peasantry, and a^ng at their kirns 
and social gatherings. 


THE LASS O’ OHXKN. 

In BweeteBt smiles begM 
The rosy e*e o* day, 

As fondly by yon bonny bafn 
I musing chanced to stn^ t 
Iht gentle breere scarce stiBifa IhS i^reSs, 
Delightful was the soensi 
Wberp fiist I saw, in yondsrmvV 
lass o* Boggan uMSflu 

Her paxen locks, in graoefnt tatea 
Flowed on the honoored gale ; 

Ye hills, come hear me siqg her pl^se, 

And echo t to the dais ; 

The fairest flower in nature's hower”^ 

I he moRt delightfnl scene, 

( in n€ ei compare wi her sae rare, 

Sweet las^o’ Boggan Green. 

<6he*n always handsome, neat, and clean, 

But never flirdy braw ; 

She’s kind, good-natured, modest, free, 

And IS helored by a*, 
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Her mind shines bright, as stars at night, 
When frosty winds blaw keen , 

She’s wond’roua rare, ayont compare. 
Sweet lass o’ Boggan Green 


Thole hharms a*, an* hundreds mair, 
this hMfaie doth odorn, 

Wt’ hlooiliiQ* 0ho^ o* rosy hue, 

8weidr>Ae iihe efsrtiat mom ; 

' — -.fc. neat, genteel, and sweet, 

^ iMn^ hen, 
my love, my care, 
i^oggan Green 

•ei||Hl^A.PFY LOVERS. 




nk . 

Theft 
Now,, 
Mftir 
ThoeifL, 
Idwdi 


plantii , 
smilin’ brae, 

, windin’ Langton 
lihh the happy time, 
left than ony, 

>redday, 

Minnie. 


I very day, 
my charmer ; 

<ver her temptin’ yeam, 

i&i' |U «vn hum her ; 

Bw aii «W ](»v<d]r eweet sixteen, 

Oh I dwny imre the gallant youths 

iigM,'hut ne’er could move her 
She fimw aV twai weel for me, 
md I love her 

Amang Mie reftt I made my suit, 

MaSr fortunate than ony. 

My every lish was bathed in tears 
^ the km eyes o’ Annie 


At ilka link o* love’e dear chain, 
Ihere hinge a pand o pleasi^e , 
In every fond enamoured sigh, 
The lover finds a treasure ; 

A kindly look frae ane we like 
Mair sweeter is than honey , 

I wadna ^e for warld’s gear, 

A single blink o’ Annie. 
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TO A FICKLE FLAME. 

My win some lass, I gat your letter, 
And no intend to rest your debtor ; 

1 understand by what ye hint, 

Ye*re now beginning to repent 
O’ promising your heart ), 

To join wi’ mine in wedlooVB»,J^ 

Just as ye like, I dinna oar^ > 

T never fleetch the naughty 
The back o’ ane’a the £aoe a* 

Thei'e’s plenty women wantbi ; 

Sin* that’s the way o’t, " 

I’ll get anither in a crank; 

A sweeter, trujsr, and 
Sae, dorty J essie, fare-tbtp*ll 



JES.SIE WANfi 

fiS a native of Longfor 
in the Lammermoors. 
family. Her father was pari 
the greater part of his life 
out-of-the-way spot. Mr 
we are indebted for mu 
concerning Berwickshire bar 
a man of sound' intellectual i 
highly appreciated as an abl 
Jessie was one of a large 
most of whom euiigratod and 

United States. She is not the family 

gifted with poetical 

Wanless, of Detroit, Michigaiji 

in this work as the author of 

excellent potems and songs After 

tion’at her father’s school^ she, the 

family, had to make a way for herself in 4he world, 
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and at a comparatively early age engaged as a 
domestic servant Aft(»i being a number of years 
thus occupied in the tov^n ot Duns and ncigbbonihuod, 
she went to Canada^ vvheie seveiil of lici biotluis had 
preoSd^ ben Settling m S u ni i, on *the H ui on riv( r, 
m the Ontario, she again spent some }ciis 

in service^ |i|timately marnod a \(cll to do f iimci 

m the Oottfj^^lfturon 

&aok had successfully courted the 
muse in years, her natural modesty made 

her wP 6gbt under a bushel,” and^t ^^as not 

until sl^ amne years married, and had the 

cares of i dn her hands, tint she was em 

boldened io her effusions to the press The 

pieces we are fiom the Scottish Ameu 

can {Ages of which she has long been a 

welcome Her poetr} breathes of the old 

home Mt l^ke scenes of* her childhood 

supply hei^^p^^mes foi her sweet and flowing 
lines ^ 

AWA* HAME 

rv« ar(WA9 the wat seas, an mystl T ve to blame, 

It^a a Uniiaft W^voie year ein 1 Wft the auld haiue 
My laith^ Whe aveetni , an nnth^i an a , 

Whes £ up me wee kist an e en cam awa’ , 

Bnt 1^ giMi Awa’ haiue Wully, awa hame— 
xyh.'rtittoi.lr, an* Itn gaan awiThae 

When 1 oane to tbie kmtiy twae a %ew to me 
I wauderira ahodt, but nae kent face conhl rcp« 

1 was uift like ane lost, a’ my am leefu lane. 

At) ealr did t nie for nae bidin’ at hame , 

Bnt tHn gann awa’ hame W nil} &un awn hame — 

My he rt tt 16 sair, an’ I m {,ann awa h one 
• 

Auld lUtohie eent word I wad be a great man 
tf I wad come oot an conform to hi<3 plan 
Bnt hw plan w sae queer I like na t ava' 

S le 11 y bundle’s tied np, a 1 m e en gaun awa’ 

Yen, I m gaiin awa hame Wnlly, gaun awa hame 
I hae cancelled his plan, an I m gaun awa hame 
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When I first saw anld Ritchie, my countenance fell, 
For he was a miser ’twih ea'iy to tell, 

An* stinginess reia^ns in his kitchen an* ha*. 

An’ suiie I was soiry for comm* awa* ; 
lint 1 jii gaun awa’ hanie, Wully, gaun awa’ 

I me >^air niy reid, an I’m gaun awa* hanM^i 


Tie thinks the S( otch callant should 
But rest a wee while on a pookie O’ 

An’ sin up an at it ilk morn aye tl|0^ " 

Sae T’rn dime wi the hale o*t an* | 

Aye, I ill gaun awa’ hatue, WiiU 
I’m dune wi’ it a\ an 1 m gaua i.. 

He grudges the morsel I pit 
But his ainsel s sair fashed wC a 
An', as for tny cleedm, I get nanai , 

Sae ni tak’ fai less haire than wMl 
B it 1 in gaiin awa’ harae, Wnllf, 

I hae tied up what s left, an* I’m 

I tak it sae haid t(» get naetbil 
T w isiia u^ed that way i* iiiy li 
1 hal plenty <» a’ thini, I coijk 
\n sweet ^milin faces rmin* li 
Sae, tare ye we*l, VViillie, I'm 
Ihen hiiriah for my Jean, 



an* hame. 


Think week neebor raminas, Itwa’; 

There’s nae muckle siller in So^ftlHiraaTK 
They hae ta cn it to Lunnon, Dsw lafr. 

An they ve sunk it i stocks, an* eetl it mair ; 

hae dinna gang tiaine, ramiiias, 

Just send for^yuiii Jean, but dinim ^i|im 

* 

^on Jean ha^conie out, an’ mjr hit*rt*s nae^luMS^WIMk 
She’s helpin me brawly t4» speil up b|f^ 

Wlfen w^^ get to the tap o*t, an’ Wi*' a 

We le gann awa’ liuine to see 3cotUtid» aittea mkif ;■ 

Yes we’rt gaiin awa* bame when W6>e dune a IMWa, 
rr> see a* onr b ild frien h an* Scotlimd e|^ 


THE BANKS O* TliB DYE, 


The sun gltiu es bright on the Ixmnie Dye wateic. 

The Ru miner bieere skims sweetly oeei the lea. 

An steals awa doon inaiig the blue liellso* Scotland, 
To iipple the leaves o* the bawihorn tree. 
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Dnon in thfl fflen, where the mavis sinar^ sweetly, 

The bright yellow broom hangs its blossoms sae high ; 
An’ the saft, downy buds o* the auld weepin’ willow 
Dip sweet in the water that’s wimplin’ by. 

Iliere, near the ruin o* auld Craggie Castle, 

The haae^-tint buahes o*er-shadi>w the hill ; 

An* the oowelip an* primrose, in wildest profusion, 

Qro,w the braes aboon the auld in ill. 

An* there fe tjie bridge — in my visions I see it, 
T^stanea.in itt arch I can clearly define — 

Spapnia* the water that murmured sae sweetly, 

Where I aft watched the minnows in days o’^Jangsyne. 

An^'thiti^, tOO| 1^6 Mrk, an’ the laudlonTs hig inansinn. 
To tae a^kaa.homiie in memory’s eye, 

An* the pip^e ,0* the Lammermoors, dear Longformacns— 
A’ eae tweet on the banks o' the Dye. 

1 hae croetedp’er the seas, an’ hae seen mony places — 

“ They maV^'.far grander, an’ clearer the sky ; 

Yet etlll thoughts turn, wi’ fimdest affection, 

To jthew^i^eee at hame, on the banks o’ the Dye. 

::V;tHE OLD HOME. 

1 dream ol'i^'hoiiie in far away Scotland, 

Standi^^ beautiful by the pine trees. 

Spreading their branches, so cool and inviting 
. And, waving so graceful when f.inne.l by the hreoxe. 

*Ti8 the home of .ny youth~how f long to behold it ' 
And walk, on the path I so often have trod - 
The one, of all others, f aye thought so lovely, 

That Icil by the bridge to the llo^se (jf our (rod. 

There, in the kirkyard, so silent and peaceful, 
AreVesting the parents J think tfi with lovf ; 

Thefr dust it is mixed with the clods of the v;.lley, 

. Bat their spirits are yonder in heaven above. 

Home of my love, how I’m longing to see thee, 

And see the dear faces and places once more. 

And wander again by the scene of mv childhood, 

And rest on the old oaken scat at the tloor. 

Bet time hastens on, and a voice to me whispers — 
“Scotland again you will never see more 
Vet often iny waking dreams fly with me homeward 
To see the loved place and the seat at the door. 
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MAIUIARKT M‘LEAN CLEVER 

a native of (Jlasgow, where her father held an 

iinjxjrtaiit i)osition in the police force. Left an 
orphan wlieii she was but a child, she was adopted by 
an uncle, and was educated in Edinburgh, .axi^ finished 
her studies at a ladies’ school at Todlati^, She 

afterw ards went to Loudon, and, after fillings .several 
situations, she married Mr W. J. Clever of tifie Com- 
mercial Agency there. With the exception, of a few 
years spent in Canada, she has resided in ]U»3^0n ever 
since. Mrs Clever was early given to riiyming, and 
the pieces aj)pended here are selected frSm ai&ong her 
earliest efforts. Of late years she has (ifevoted special 
attention to dramatic readings, in which line she has 
attained a marked measure of succei^ ' As an ex- 
ponent ol‘ Scottish song she has alsK)' taken a high 
place, and is in nnich request at the social gatherings 
of Scottisli societies in J.ioudoti and neighbourhood. 
Her children seem to inherit much qf "her talent — ^her 
oldest boy especially giving evidence nf wonderful 
dramatic gifts, and, young as he is, he hiis already 
appeared in several 8hakspeareau chatacterk 


TRIBUTE TO POETICAL GENIUS. 

Thy spirit hath a tyift — a secret gift — 

That answers (inly to the far bright stars, 

When through tlie greenwood's high and changeful rift 
btreams down the light of Veiuis or of Mars ; 

Which answer.'^ only to the woods and streams, 

The sweet wood -JpiloBso ins, and the pale moon-beams* 

'Ukoi see'st strange lieaufy in the silent things 
'J'hat others idly pass. The small wild bird 
That Hutterao’er the rose, his bright blue wings ; 

The singing brook, by careless ears unheard ; 

The wild-flower swinging in the bosky dell — 

All bind thee with a strung and woud'rous s^JOll. 
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R E M E M B K R M E . 

Just four Hhort numths you 8ay, auil then 
The wild Atlantic main 
Divides our paths for evermore — 

We ne'er shall meet a^ain. 

But though my lot be far from thee, 

1 only ask, remember me. 

From childhood, till this parting' hour, 

. Thy counsels I revere. 

And when thou'rt in a distant land 
Thy mi^mory shall be dear. 

Therefor^ loved friend, yvhere’er you be, 

1 only ask, remember me. 


Should fortune smile ami stamp success 
On everything you do, 

Should pain give place pleasure 
In tita land you're going to — 

Should be fair as now I see, 

1 only ask, remember me. 

Bnt'sbbuld the brilliant star of Hope 
Sink far beyond thy sight, 

Do not daspair ; the brightest morn 
Success the darkest night ; 

Yet should thy fate so dreary be, 

I only ask, remember me. 

And as b bid my sad adieu, 

Where'er thy footsteps wend, 

Oh ! promise you will always hq. 

* My true and trusty friend ; 
dnd when these simple lines you see, 

I only ask, remember me. ' 


THE REV. THOMAS GUI’KIUE, D.lJ. 


He’s passed away, his racers run, 

His Gospel work on earth is ilone. 

And now, through Christ, the victory’s^ won, 
O’er r>eath’s dark gloom, 

Eor there he shine" beyond tin* sun 
in fadeless bloom. 
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IJe’H passed away — the wanderer’s tfuide, 
Whose tender heart was c»pened wide, 

'I'o tell them how the Saviour died 
For Adam’s race, 

And rose the third • lay glorified, 

Our Hope of Grrace. 

'Though passed away, his words shall still ^ ’ 
Live in the heart, and rale the will \ < 

Of thousands over vale and hill, 

On land and sea, 

Whose praise for iiardoned sin shall fill 
Eternity. 

• , ^ 

And when we’re called, and there sbail bend 
Over our toiuh some loving friend, 

M.iy glad hope with their sorrow blend 
Of sin forgiven, ' 

Joint-heirs with Christ, our jonmef^ end^' 
The bliss of Heaven, 

Where there’s no night, no cloud, no eea, - 
But brightness, love, and joy, for He,. 

The Kii^g of Kings, the light ahall be ; 

Then may we sing-^ 

“ Oh ! Grave, where is thy victory! 

Where, Deaths thy awlig ? ** 


“HOME.” 

ON THE DEATH OE A YOUNa FBIBND ABBOAP. 

Away ’mid the city’s great tumult and din. 

With no loving arms to caress him ; 

No brother or sister to comfort and cheer, 

No mother to Watch o’er and bless him : 

Alone Vith his Maker he passed from this earth. 

And entered, we trust, a more glorious birth 
In the Heavenly Home. 

Too tender in years, and more tender in heart, 

The world’s cold frown so distressed him ; 

He hnd not the courage to battle alone. 

And banish the cares that oppressed him ; 

But the cheerful June sunlight poured down from the sky 
And whispered of “Peace,” as he lay there to die, 

Far from Home. 
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The murmuring winds fanned the flowerets ho gay, 
And soothed with their whisper^ his sleeping ; 
The birds trilled their sweetest and liveliest lay, 
While the Angels their vigils were keeping. 

They ministered peace to the dying boy, 

And tilled to o'erflowing his heart with joy 
Aa they wafted him Home. 

So do not regret bltn, too fragile for earth, 

Nor fret that the world did tempt him ; 

He loved nhr .dear Saviou'T) and trusted ilis word, 
From ail hieVpaet tins to exempt him ; 

So let ns take extort, onr boy waits us theie 
Where Ho min' dr «ir row, no trial or care 
. ^ ' Can* enter that Horne. 


M A K Y MAX W K L L 0 A M 1> H K L L , 

^3 UTHOBfil^S^af the spirited and well-known sonj^, 
“The Me;roh of the Cameron Mon/’ wnis the 
fifth daughter* of; Dugald John Campbell, Ksq. of 
Skerrington, Ayrshire. Her moMior, Janet Haillie, 
was a daughter of Lord rolkeinmet — a senator of 
the College of Justice, Miss Campbell was a lady 
of many acoomplishtuents, and had a wide circle of 
literary and other distinguished persl>nal friends, to 
w'hom she. was greatly attached, and by whom she was 
held in much esteem. These included the late 
Principal 8hairp, and the amiable and gifted Miss 
Agnes Strickland, She had a remarkable powei* over 
the young, and possessed quite a takvn for arn using 
and entertaining children, by whom, as well as by 
those of riper years, she was much hcbjved. Several 
of her songs and poems she specially addresses to 
if the bairns/’ and in these happy utterances she 
evinces the heart of the true poet by speaking of them 
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as the cheering sunbeams and fragrant blossoms that 
brighten the home of the lowliest as well as the highest. 
Miss Cam})bell was pretty and handsome, but unassum- 
ing, and bad a sweet disposition and attractive manners. 
She not only retained her natural cheerfulness, but 
continued lively and energetic, even when advanced 
in years, and had an exhaustless fund of anecdotes 
and stories. She had resided for a good 'many yeiira 
with her only surviving sister, Mrs Skene, senior, of 
Pitlour, at St Andrews, where, as a Chnstian w^orker 
in conndbtion with one of the Presbyterian churches, 
she was a regular and 'welcome visitor at the homes of 
the poor. Althougli for some tirpe she bad been in 
rather delicate health, she was cut off somewhat suddenly 
on the 15th January, 1886. In the following month 
there appeared in one or two newspapers and periodicals 
a short but iiiterestiiig biographical notice of Miss 
Campbell, written by an old friend of hers at Bathgate, 
where — when staying at Boghead Jlouse with Mr and 
Mrs Durham Weir, her brother-in-law and eldest 
sister, and, after their death, with her nephew and 
niece, its present occupants — she had. endeared herself 
to many. 

The authoress of “ The March of the Cameron Men ” 
composed not only the poem, but also the music, 
which was arranged by Mr Findlay Dun, and published 
by Messrs Paterson, Sons, & Co. Miss Campbell like- 
wise, composed, the words and the music of the 
“ Lament for Glencoe,” and, at the request of the 
author, the music for “The Lass of Loch Linne,” 
by Principal Shairp. She also wedded to her own 
music “The Jiienagerie,” which is the first of a 
series of “ Songs for Children.” Miss Campbell 
had a very humble opinion of her poetical gifts, and 
it was only in consequence of “ The March of the 
(/ameron Men” being more than once assigned to 
others that she was induced to acknowledge the 
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authorship. It was composed w'hci) she was very 
young — after travelling from morning to night through 
Highland scenery, with a ineiuher of the family of 

Loohiel. 

TAB MABOH OF THE CAMERON MEN. 

There’s many a man of the Cameron clan 
That beS (flow’d his chief to the field ; 

He has sworn to support him or die by his side, 

For a OAtuerou never can yield. 

1 the pibroch soundin^^ sounding, 

Deep o’er the mountain and glen ; 

While light^springing footsteps are trampling the heath, 
t&.maroh of the Cameron men. 

Ol^proudly they march, but each Cameron knows 
He may tread on the heather no more ; 


r.mirpiRir 


Where bte jaurels were gather'd before. 

I haar,^ pibroch sounding, &c. 

The moon has arisen, it shines on that path 
Now trod by'the gallant and true— 

High, high are their hopes, for their chieftain has said 
That whatever men dare they can do. 

1 bear the pibroch sounding, &c. 

LAMENT FOR GLENCOE. 

Ye loyal Macdonalds, awaken • awaken ! 

Why sleep ye so soundly in face of the foe 

The clouds pass away, and t he luornioi' is breaking. 

But when will awaken the suus^of Glencoe V 

They lay down to rest with their tluxights on the morrow, 
Nor £'eamt that life’s vi8ion^f were ihelting like snow ; 

But daylight has dawn’d on the silence of sorrov.. 

And ne’er shall awaken the suns of Gli ucoe. 

Oh, dark was the moment that brought to onr shealing 
Ae black-hearted foe with his treacherous smile ; 

We gave him our food, with a brother'^ own feeling, 

For theu we believed there was tnilh in Argyie. 

The winds howl a warning, the red lightning flashes, 

We heap up our faggots a welrouip to show ; 

But traitors are bnioding on death near the ashes 
How cold on the hearths of the sons of Glencoe. 
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My clansman, strike V)o]d]y — let none of you count on 
The mercy of cowartls, wlio wrou^fbt ub such wroe ; 
Tiie wail of their spiriU when heard on the mouQtain 
Must surely awaken the sons of Glencoe. 

Ah, cruel as adders ! ye stung them while sleeping •' 
But ven^'eance shall track ye where\rer ye go I 
Our loved ones lie murdered — no sorrow nop weepittg 
Shall ever awaken the sous of Glencoe. 

TTIE MOLE AND THE 

My friend is a Mole, and I 
Two travellers are we ; ^ 

•And we have gone o’er the wld^ wide World, 
To see what v'e could see. ^ f . ,• 

But the Mole and 1 came, back a^bih. 
And both of us avree, i. , 

That there’s no place in tt J wprld 
So good as our coantrle.^'^ 

And first we went to merry Fran^^ 

Where the sun shines warm luid wght ; 

But frogs to eat were no great tirdel;, 

So* we only stayed a night, 

So the Hole and I came hapik «^n, &o. 

And next we went to Holland, 

But twas far too damp for i»0 ; 

'Twus all an flat as the crown of youp bat. 

And nothing could we see. 

So the and 1 came back again, &g. 

We then set off to Germany, 

Wh<*-re they made us understand 

'L'hat. the'' smviked their pipe and drank their beer 
For the good of their Fatherland. 

So the Mole and 1 came back again, &c. 

* We went to Spain and Portugal, 

AtkI thought them pretty places i 

But t would appear that water’s dear, 

For tl ey never wash their faces. 

the Mole and 1 came back again, &c. 

Oh, then we came to Italy, 

Where beggars swarm like bees ; 

The Mole had to work like any Turk, 

While they sat at their ease. 

So the Mole and I came back again, &c. 
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Then we went off to Austria, 

Where, much to our surprise, 

They tried to shut us up for life, 

And call'd us English spies. 

So the Mole and I came back again, &o. 

And next we got to Russia, 

Where we tried to look about ; 

Bnjt we ehaneed to stare at the Russian Bear, 
Aikd he order’d us the knout. 

Bo the Mole and 1 came back again, &c. 

We ita^ted off to America, 

Tl^Tiand of the Free and the Brave r 
But'tiiey said the M ole was as black as a coal, 
And tnev’d sell him for a slave. 

So the Mole and I came back again, &c. 

We traveird off to Africa, 

‘ To see a wondrous lake, 

But turned our tall, and made all sail. 

When we met a rattlesnake. 

So the Mole and 1 came back again, &c. 

Then lest we went to Scotland, 

Where we met some pleasant fellows, 

But every one wore waterproofs, 

And carried large umbrellas. 

Bo the Mole and I came back again, 

And satisfied are we 
That there’s no place in all the world 
So good as onr countrie. 

THE MENAGERIE. 

Sound the drum, all people come 
An d see the wonderful wild beast show — 
Serpents rare, a Polar bear, * 

With porcupines and pelicans from Mexico. 
Look at the lion—he’s a sly one— 

Don’t go near his luotif^trous claws ; 

Here’s the hippopetamus, would swc^ow any lot of us 
If he got us in hU jaws. 

Sound the drum, etc. 

Here is the tiger — a splendid fellow— 

Sixteen feet from head to tail ; • 

Here is the Cobra di Gapello, 

And the Armadillo with it<* coat of mail. 

Sound the dniin, etc. 
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Here are Auetralian kangaroos, 

With very long legs and short paws ; 

Here are Brazilian cockatoos, 

With blue-tailed monkeys and maccawa. 
Sound the drum, etc. 

Here is an elephant, with his trunk 
He'll knock an oak tree into shivers ; 

Here is the Bombay alligator. 

Lurks for his prey in the mud of 
Sound the drum, etc. \ - 

Here is an animal called a sloth-^ ' , 
iiangs upside down upon his toes^ 

Look at the terrible old rhinoceros^ 

With his horn upon his nose. 

Sound the drum, etc. > 

Here’s the gorilla and his daughter^ . 

Married to an old baboon ; 

Here is a toad from Killamey water, 

Sometimes croaks an Irish tune, ' 

Sound the drum, etc. 

Come once, come twice. 

Children and babies are admitted hhlf-price. 
Come now without delay--* 

We positively close upon Saturday,. < 

0, WHAT WILL WE DO IN THE MORNING. 

O, what will we do in the morning? 

O, what will we do in the morning? — 

When we open our eyes we will cheerfully rise^ 

And dress ourselves neat in the moruiog. 

O, what will we do in the morning f 
0, what will we do in the morning ' 

With water and snap, our faces, I hope, 

We’ll wash till they're clean in the morning* 

0, what will we do in the morning ? 

0, what wi^'. we do in the morning ?— 

We've n hrusli and a comb, so we'll never leave borne 
Without smoothing our hair in the morning. 

0, what will we do in the morning ? 

0, what will we do in the morning ? — 

Be contented and good with the plafaest of food. 
And never be cross in the morning. 
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O, what will we do in the morning ’ 

0, what will in the nmi‘nin^(V_ 

We must make it a rule to early to ischot*], 
And never be late in the inorninr. 

0, what will we do in the inorniu^ 

0» whi^t will we do in the morning' ? — 

As quiet’s pussy cats, we’ll put off our hats, 
And sey to our teacher, “ Good morning.” 


ANNlfe DENNISON HOSSACK, 

amiaUe authoress of the pieces that follow, 
Vr is an Orcadian by blood and birth. Her father, 
Sutherland Hossadk, was a native of Burray, one of 
the islands of the Orkney group, and was hy occupation 
a cooper. When a young man luj loft Burray, and 
went to reside in Stronsay. Annie was- t he seventh 
child of five sons and five dan<>hters. Her fatlier died 
when she was but eight years of a^i*, and the mother, 
thus left with a young iainily uiijirovided fca*, had a 
hard struggle to get them reared and educated. To 
this, however, she nobly s€^t hei’seli. Though tlie 
children had to leave home at a comparatively early 
age in order to do something for themsehes, th(‘y were 
kept at school until they had received a fairly .good 
English education. Miss Hossack remember^ grate- 
fully her indebtedness to Mr K»rbt's. a paiuslaking and 
successful teacher, wdio for iraiiy ^enr^- la id that jiost 
in Stronsay, and of whom we have h\ird not a few of 
his former pupils speak with liiatJl rde and all'eetion. 
Her school days over, she left Iujiik*. and for several 
}ears was engaged in domestic strvier in v irions jdaees 
in the South, but chietiy in tlx lui^jchhourhood of 
London. In 1866 her mother and a widi>wed daughter 
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removed tt) Kirkwall, and began business there as 
dressrnakeis. Annie joined them in 1876, and all are 
nov’ kef)t well employed. Miss Hossack is a member 
of the United Preshyterian Uhurch congregation, Kirk- 
wall, of wliieh tfie Rev David Webster has long beori 
the esteemed and faithful piistor. She is an earnest and 
faithful Sabbath »Scjhool teacher. It was not till she 
settled in Kiikwall that she began to cultivate the 
muse. Several of her productions have appeared in 
newspapers and periodicals both here and itt America. 
Occasionall y her poems partake of the simplicity and 
pathos of the old ballad, and at times they show her 
love of nature in its grand and majestic aspects as well 
as in its (piiet beauties; but more frcgu..nfly her verse 
disjjluys a highly devout and religious feeling. 


THE WANDERING GIPSY. 

One morning at the dawn of day, 
r>esi(le the path a f?ipsy lay, 

While often she was heard to say, 

No home have I beneath the sky, 
But here a wanderer I lie.'’ 

Beside her lay a child, so young, 

Could scarcely lisp its mother tongue. 

But over and anon it sung, 

“ home have I beneath the sky, 
But here a wanderer I lie.” 


•\ f=tB(in‘,'er halietl, as he said, 

“ V/liy rvff* y<!i» ho-e so lowly laid ” ; 
Coiiiuienting ihu.-*, she answer made, 

'• Nc) home have T beneath the sky, 
V ot here a wanderer I lie. 

He’s dead, he’s gone, ray all, my own, 
^Vlierij’or he wa.'* ’twas always home. 

Ami now I’m left alone to roam ; 

So here I lie beneath the sky, 

A houieleas wanderer am I.” 
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LORD IN SUPPLICATION MEEK. 


Lord, in supplication meek, 

Humbly we surround Thy throne ; 

Thou hast told us those who seek 
Ne'er for bread receive a stone ; 

Lord, teacher^ guides of youth, 

Fill us |07e and truth. 

' Fill us wltbi'fjb^Slgirit's power, 

That rei«flll»$^j^ace may shine ; 

Daily, and ftonr£our to hour, 

L^.onr]9siir;|» wholly Thine ; 

Lord, sis Maidiitacd ibe Way, 

Guida us a&iu we say. , 

Guide uk W^n.’lbiy Word we teach, 

When Idieyou^ we try to win ; 
liord, we kuow^tis Thine to reach, 

Thine to save .the soul from sin ; 

Grant that we, as teachers weak. 

Faithfully ThjT JT^ord may speak. 

Guide the grace impart, 

Fix their ^ijli^thlul tho^bts on Thee ; 

Write their naUiM upon Thy heart, 

Make them what Thou wouldst have them be — 
Thus may they still more and more 
Onward, upward, Heavenward soar. 

Lord, in thanks and adoration 
Lowly we would bend the knee, 

For the gift of Thy salvation, 

For the grace so rich and free ; 

Lord, as teachers, we would raise 
Loud our voices in Thy praise. 

GO FOETH. 


Go forth, proclaim what God hath done 
For nations that in darkness lie ; v 
Tell bow from heaven He sent His soin 
To earth, for man to bleed and die. 

Tell of the perfect life He led 
'Mong sinful men while here below ; 
Tell of the thousands that He fed. 

And bow He felt for kuman woe, 
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Tell how the Father hid His face 

Whilht Christ the cup drained ere it passed ; 
Tell how it was the traitor’s kiss 
That told the Jews to hold Him fast. 

Tell tif His d^ath, the story tell ’ 

Of how He died on Calvary's tree ; 

Tell how He vanquished death at^d 
That He might set poor sinnenr fretih 

Tell how Hia death brings Joy 
To all who for their sins repetit ’ 

Tell ’twas to save, not to destfqy^' ' " ' ^ ^ 

^ That He the Lord from heaven sent. 


THE COVENANTEES* 'jrOSV^BST. 

A 

Yonder it stands, a monument to tbos|S ^ 

Who counted not their lives dear nnthweifl 
For Christ their Saviour’s sake ; 

Firm and erect as those it represents, * , 

Between the turbulent ocean and the pteiefnl shore 
It stands alone. Yet not alone sto^ they, bift in the van. 
Much had been forgiven, they love^l mdOQt 
So forth were driven, to seek atiome OQ foreign strand. 
Huddled toirether like oxen for tW Atebghter, 

On yonder ship, fin they couie^ but, lo f 
The clouds begin to darken, and to brood fev evil. 

Can it be, O God, we cry to Thee ; 

For Thee we’ve all forsaken, save ns In this hour. 

But no, a shorter road to glorv watts, 

On yonder rock they’re dashen. 

Ana many tind a watery grave, and With thefr blood 
Baptised these rocky sboree, 

And, ’neath the shadow of this pile, to rest were laid ; 

But some escaped to land to sow the seed 
That hears such gloricjus fruit. 

And welcomed were by all who loved the Troth ; 

Ani> to Uiis day their offspring keep the Faith 
Once to the saints delivered. 
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HENRY JOHNSTON. 

CiLTHOUOH Mr ,Johnst(ni’h husinobb life out* 
of the tttoet active in (rlnsixow, his 

flights into the literal^ atiuosphorc, math' after the 
work of the day Wae over and its duties discharged, 
have been nmii«r0^a'A.ttd of high exccllciiee. In iiddi- 
tiori to haviii^ jorntten several volumes containing 
studies of <ebaracter, he is also a contributor 

to Blachwooi^^ W^rds, The Quiver, as 

well as to sevaiajf.irfthe leading ueekly newsjjapors. 
Until recently^ the guise of anonymity or a 

nom-de-plufM^ ^ facts are brought out in a gcun.il 

and lively maimpr Sn one of the “ Poets' All)um ” 
sketches in N’ms, and we cannot do better 

than show our Itkjifbtadness to Mr F-ord by selecting 
from him* He that the thousands in Glasgow 
and elsewhere too fejow the subject of the present 
notice as a ahreled und active man of business, and 
have met or have crossed pens \vith him in the dis- 
charge of his onerous duties, either as secretary to the 
Glasgow Western Infirmary, as secretary to the (llasgow 
Ophthalmic Institution, or as like functionary to the 
Olasgow Public Halls Company, Limited, but liavenot 
been admitted within the delightsome atmosphere of 
his unofficial personal friendship, will be not a little 
siiiprised when they come to know ol all the excellent 
literary work, both iirprose and vcrs(‘, w hieh he ha^ ht en 
able to accomplish i:i the limited ]oi^uro tune at his di'^- 
])osal. It is true, of course, that among those of us 
wlio have the meanest allowanec of spai> lime are to 
be found those who take the most out of the life-sj»aces, 
popularly so termed. And to one blessed with a 
healthy body and a sound mind, certainly ar acti\e, if 
not o\ er-laborious, day’s work is the best stimulus to 
renewed activity in a fresh and more congenial field 
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of labour in after hours at the fireside. There is a 
popular notion to the contrary, but it has been bred 
by the actiini of good-for-nothing individuals, with 
“neither hands nor hams”; for the man who is sloth- 
ful ill business or unfaithful to his mfipdjber will not be 
true to himself, or any art or 8iM^^#bich he may 
affect to pursue, llie day’s work aj^^1^^\)dight*s work 
act and react the one on the other, l^j^epd to both. 
So has it been in the case of Mr who 

has written more in prose and, country- 
men ati large are aware, just been so 

busy throughout the day. \ 

Mr Johnston is a well-known; citizen 
of “ Aiild Sauiict Mungo,” to filling 

the public f»fiiccs already named) .lie’J&Iifeeretary to the 
Glasgovx ballad Club ; lay vice-prs^i^tt^df. the Glasgow 
Art ('lub; and a member of tfie i^lpi ^nd Pencil Club, 
of wliich hc^has the h()nour to founders. 

J’re\ious to his }i,j)poiutment"' to the secretaryship 
of the Western infirmary he waS' secretary to the 
(il.isguw Aihouieum, and manager pf a* Glasgow news- 
pa] >er, from w fiiclj he ac(]uireVl nitioh experience of the 
inner workings of jiress life. He WSS secretary of the 
Glasgow Musical Festival of 1874, out of which sprang 
the snccessfiil choral and orchestral concert scheme, 
for which he lia.s acted as honorary secretary up to the 
pres(3Ut time, 'fhe energy and business acumen which 
Mr, Johnston (!alis into play in bis work-a-day life find 
pleasing ilhiMi'iU loii In ihc fact that every scheme and 
iu.>t irnlioii io wliich lie applies himself ju’ospers under 
his fostering care. When he juiiiefl the Western Infir- 
mary, (»n the opening of that institution about fifteen 
years ago, it was altogether fundless. No\v it has an 
annual income i;t .vanething like <£15,000, and a capital 
funrl of cl(ASC upon £50,000. 

So much for Mr Johnston’s purely business carc(*r. 
Let us uo\v glance at the literary side of his character. 
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He is the son of Scottish parents, and was bom in the 
north of Ireland, but, in the best sense of the word, is 
a Glasgow man, for he has resided there since he was 
three years old. Literature early manifested a charm 
for our subject, and thus far has been the delightful 
recreation of his leisure hours. In these circumstances, 
he nibbled bis literary cake nightly in secret for many 
years, and now, at the age of forty-seven, be has very 
properly chosen to reveal his identity by allowing his 
name to appear on the title-page of a charming work 
on Scottish life and character, entitled “The (Jhronicles 
of Glenbucki6,"f published by Mr 'David Douglas of 
Edinburgh. 

Mr Johnston^ earlier lucubrations appeared in the 
columns of the Glasgow Weekly Citizen^ to which he 
contributed tales and sketches of character, under the 
name of “Arthur.” One of our author’s fugitive 
sketches of that period, “ The PJlectric Trip to Lon- 
don,” has gone round the world in different newspapers. 
In addition to “Glenbuokie,” Mr Johnston’s j)ublished 
works are the “Dawsons of Glenara,” in three volumes; 
“ The Mystery of Glenshiela,” in two volumes (written 
for the Weekly HerM^ but not yet republished in book 
form); “ Martha Spreull,” contributed originally to the 
columns of Qm% and subsequently issued in volume 
form, much to the delight of the many admirers of 
that garrulous “single wumman. " 

Our poet, as we have already hinted, is a member of 
the Glasgow Ballad Club, and in the volume of 
“ Ballads and Poem.;,” by members of the Club (pub- 
lished by Messrs Blackwood in 1885), he occupies a 
prominent place. This Club was formed in 1876 for 
the study of ballads and ballad literature, and for 
friendly criticism of original verse by the mem- 
bers. Some six or eight of the members v/ho con- 
tributed to the volume have already a place in our 
“ Modem Scottish Poets,” and we hope yet to have a 
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few of the others. The work was very warmly 
received, and was spoken of as being unique in the 
history of poetical publication, showing that while so 
much real poetry is astir in the souls of men, the 
ancient fire of the world’s heart can never quite bum 
out. Mr Ford speaks of our ballad in this 

work — “The Enchanted Bridle “ perhaps the 
best thing of its kind in the booK.*^;;' 9ut the poems 
are by no means confined eitbjer. td Iti^llad spirit or to 
ballad form. They are as difeveutln. all respects as 
the minds of the singers Mr Johnston is 

here also seen not only as > jfiut also as a 
versatile writer. While at the quaint 

spirit of ancient minstrelsy,' touches very 

sweetly the tender, lively, and .j^tl^tic lyric chords. 
Mr Johnston’s language is in every sense 

of the word. There is ever prerant an elegance of 
versification, perspicuity of ranriment, and deep, 
generous feeling. His poetry blight well be charac- 
terised as a realm of fascixiatirig beauties, always 
ennobling, bright, winning, and paWotic. 

THE MAID 0 * KlIfRUSKIN. 

The Bunlicht glints red o'er the green woods o’ Fairlie, 

The heather blooms sweet on the braes o’ Bigleas, 

And up frae the rich yellow hairstprigs o* Stairlie 
The reaper’s sang comes on the fresh-soented breeze. 

Yet it isna the sunlicht, it isna the heather, 

It isna the hairst-lilts, aae blythesome and fine, 

•Tha( luak’s my heart JoyoQs and lioht as a feather— 

It is that the Maid o' Kilroskin is mine. 

Her lips aee like rosebuds in gardens o’ roses ; 

Her e’en like the speedwell that rrows on the lea ; 

Her voice, like the lintie’s when saft e’ening closes. 

Is sweeter and clearer than bird-sangs to me. 

The lamb lo’es the whin-sheltered nook on the mountain. 

The mavis the cool soothing hush n* the dells ; 

The yi>ung troutie bides near its hame i* the fountain, 

And I lo’e the spot where my dear lassie dwells, 
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Her faither, auld body, is keen o’ the siller — 

He winks, and he chuckles wi’ hLU} 4 :iiter sue slee, 

And be thinks o’ the wealth o’ aiild Sbeenie, the miller. 
No ketinin' his dawtie will wed uane but me. 

If fifowd be the JUdlklti thin^ at twa-score-and-tweiity, 

O' love 0 ycijliiitf: chidden *8 heart maun hae its till ; 
And aae, as.e' and love 1 hae plenty, 

The 4Mdd ^1, may gae back to his mill. 


AFTBRTIME. 

A wee' e^lM^i^jebane the knowe 
A wi’ mony a posie, 

W'hece and myrtles grow 

snug an* cosy — 
lay winsome May, 

'1)w|b$4iln^'X;^rM her to my bosom, 
Whef)L«I^P»JEml^ oot frae bank and brae 
' Xn mony a blossom. 

• , ** 

An anld lti|b^#i^d8 beside the stream 
That through the daisied meadow, 

Where eo^Hli^^Unt and lilies gleam 
Benea^b’'the jcpteading bourtree’s shadow — 
’Twas thwre l Ww mj bonnie bride, 
^Wheneniamer light was fain to Huger ; 

’Twas there;! While nestling at my side, 

I placed, the good ring on her finger. 

A lonely kheicyard i* the glen. 

Where mony a jpearlie tear has fallen, 

Where silence seals the strifes o’ men. 

Whatever their rank, whate’er their callin’— 
When, winter's blast piped i’ the grove. 

When lingering blooms had fa'n ana perished, 
Twas there I laid my early love, 

Beside n babe we baith had cherished. 

Bat there’s a Ian’ ayont the blue 
That kens nought o’ our kittle weathe.*, 

Where a* the leal and guid and true, 

Though pairted lang may yet forgather. 

There sits she by the gouden gates — 

For there I hae a tryst to meet her ; 

But love that strengthens while it waits 
Maks a' the aftertime the sweeter. 
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TN THE VAr, fEYS. 

Children in the v<illeya 

1 and bpoit luid run ; 
Wading in the brooklet, 
Baflking in the sun : 
Gambolling np the hilMde^ 
Koinping in the bowern^ 
Ghaaing spangled ineeete 
’Mid the honeyed fleweotd. 

Happy, heedless ohfldcen* 

In the twilight beam, 
Picking shining pebhlet 
From the singing etreaiki % 
Sitting on the greets WWi; 

Where tall sha^wrwieo ^ 
Grasping golden haiMnbr h 
Of the treachehme 

Foolish, thonghtlese <^hlYtd, 
Sporting all the day, 
Lingering on their |ottmey> 
Home so far atra^ jl 
Night is slowly dawning 
’Mong her starlights pale, 
O’er the homeless children 
In the lonely yale. 

Men are in the ^allevs, 
Sporting thro’ the oowem ; 
Chasing golden fancies 
Thro’ the fleeting hours ; 
Catching winged sunbeams 
In the noontide's flame — 
Ardent fingers grasping 
Biirbcing bells of fame. 

Oh ! we’re only children 
Pleased with every chime , 
Twining fond affections 
Hound the neck of Time ; 
Sitting in the valleys. 
Spending life’s short day — 
Never, never thinking 
Home is far away. 

Sunset beams are sinking, 

Day is nearly done, 

\nd a mask is falling 
O'er the mellow sun ; 
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Still we stay, dispelling 
Every shade and fear, 
Hugging empty phantoms, 
As if home were here. 


FAIRY JANE. 


pleadng Fairy Jane, 

[ing through the sunny weather, 
yolntt lihe linnet's strain, 
m 'A:lK#Art like buoyant feather. 

cheery hue, 

peaches, Fair and waxen, 
eyes of sumine; blue, 
rioglets, soft and flaxen. 

^ f^i^hdre’er slie treads 

air grows sweeter, 

raise their heads 
1 . sai^ to greet her. 



Wca^hd^lM'dbwn his precious gains, 

, has thrall to bind her ; • 

Btit golden chains, 

i eouiing links behind her. 


Wisdom passing, panned to gaze— 

Left his lore and followed after, 

Bat shei knotring Wisdom’s ways, 
Shattered all his plans with laughter. 


Then Love oame with footsteos coy — 
Offered her a slender blossom, 
Thoagfa she chid the backward bpy, 
Now she wears it in her bosom. 


TH® WITCH O' TORRYLINN. 

She is wlssened an* wee, wi’ a face like the heather, 

As ribbet an* scaured as the crags o’ th$ linn ; 

An e’e in her head that e’en ragweeds inicht%wither, 

A hump on her nose, and a wart on her chin. 

She*B bow't i’ the back, has a growth on her shouther, 
And hirples in daytime when steerin’ frae hatne ; 
^But nichtlv birrs aff like a rocket o’ poother, 

And reefs 'mang the staurs on a broomstick o' flame. 
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She wears an auKl mutch that proof against watter, 

A short-goon and coat o* an age nane may tell ; 

And though she ne’er hearkens to ither folks’ clatter. 

She aye has a giiid loiith o’ crack to hersel’. 

Her hame is a hield that has ta’en little biggin^, 

Some say that the deil was its tenant before-^ 

It’s a dwellin’ without either rafters or riggio’. 

And only a witch could win in by the door;, 

There’s a spot on Craig Aisla a* scontbered and 'bftrren, 
And sapless and deid as the ribs o’ a 

It’s said she 'gangs there frae her boibie ia Arran, 

At Yuletide ilk year to keep tryat.Wi! the deil. 

• ; 

And whiles on sic nichts. when the sailor {b dreamin’ 

O’ saft kissing lips, or the grip o’ a band, 

He hears on the wind eidrich laughter ^nd Bdreainin’, 

But wae to the boat that comes near to the land. 

Big Roy will himsel' gang nae mair to the fiBbln* 

Sin’ the Yuletide he sailed her weird plays to explore, 

For its back to the nort he soon fand biniBel* wishin' — 
But Roy or his wherry was never seen more. 

The guidwife o' Smourig was thraug wl’ her kirnio’ 

Ae morn ere the daylicht keek’d doon through the lum. 

When in through the lozen twa e'en were seen burnin’, 
And though she kimed fainly nae butter wad oome. 

When Ferig, the shepherd, was oot i' the gleamin’ 

A hare at his foot skelter’d atf for the knowes ; 

His collie gied chase, but it scream’d like a woman. 

And next day he counted a score o’ deid yowes. 

And whiles in Kilmory, when inidnicht is ohiiuin’. 

And a* Nature’s bairns hut the buruie are still, 

A riderless hijrsc dirls the air wi’ its climbin’, 

And aim heels clank roun’ the crests o’ the hill. 


Or maybe a deid-licht is seen i* the corrie ; 

Or maybe a ^bairn-cry is heard on the storm ; 

Or a goat-bleat comes up frae the wilds o’ Gleutoriy — 
It’s theu'kent the witch-wife has work to perforin.'. 

O ! wae on the lad that cam’ ower frae Stragaeliu, 

And v%e on the brave heart that never won hame — 
He gaed i' the deid-mirk to harry her dwellin’. 

But fanse wus ilu' courage that sought tor sic fame. 
U 
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Noo, if after gloamio* ye pass Auchareoch, 

Where burns meet and marry wi’ fliehterin^ din, 

Tak’ tent when ye step roon the dark wuds o’ Slceoch, 
For fear o* the wifie o’ lone Torrylinn. 

MY GARDEN. 

0 ! wind th^t blowfi from the sunny south, 

Come iDtto my gitfden prepared for yon, 

And kis^ tbebuds with yonr balmy mmith. 

Till tbey-i^lU H'nd blush throuf^h the gleaming dew. 

The Bwallow hmi to the reedy moat ; 

The looba out from the belfry cone ; 

The bUwb^ it tuning his liquul throat. 

To hail i«y laming with choicest tone. 

Search <nit:^e tdossoms, ye hungry bees— 

The aiv iii%id wfth your eager hum ; 

There is, weaftb)^ fare on the apple trees, 

But the'gtnre » sealed till the south wind come. 

O ! tender butterfly^ oome not yet. 

No pam^-klpdrM are here to woo ; 

The sun of tbe has barely set ; 

’Tie weai^ waiting when love is true. 

The knotted buds on the pear trees shine. 

The lily gleams through her sheath of snow ; 

The primrose droops, and tb'^ cowslips pine, 

For they will not burst till the south wind blow. 

Ah I there is a garden as drear as this, 

Though tear^bedewed by the true and kind. 

Where loves that bloomed but an hour jjf bliss 
Await the oomiug of God’s south wind. 

K SUMMER. DAY IuVl. 

. UOBNIiro. 

Morn on the mountains wide a^d far 
His rosy wealth is flinging, 

And drowsy mists from gorse an<f briar 
Their upward flight are winging. 

Oome, friend, the lark is in the sky,* 

The golden hours are fleeing ; 

The cloudless eyes of youth and hope 
Are surely best for seeing. 
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'I'liere a glamour in the glenn, 

Where rustic beila are chimiiig ; 

The glowing hills besrond the fens 
May yield a prize in climbing. 

We’ll journey on by 6ood and ^ 

We’ll run and laugh togeth^ ; v 
And love and truth ahall lie opK , 

Through clear and cloudy^ . 

NOON. ‘ //' V*''''’ ' 

Here let us Huger for a - 

The green leayes olnsteHt^'iii^tt^^ ; , 
'fhe lay of life ia soft and simt^v^i’l 
When birch-throats swell 

The zephyr woos the pjsn8i^j|j»9|^ 

That steals by broomy ■ 

I'he mateil dnen on blossohv'i^il^y 
Tipes to his nested lover/ > »- ' 

Ambition seeks the upland fintb; 

Wealth care-born fanoies 
But love is found in humblbrMfny^ 

’Mid green and peaceful facUowi^. 

0 ' eyes that droop with tender gnoe ! 

O ! lips that bloom for kissing. 1 
If love wear truth upon her face,. 

This is her hour of blessing* 

EVENING. 

’Tie sweet to stray by violet nooks 
When birds their mates arecalliug, 
And sweet, sweet is the voice of love 
When evening dews are falling. 

O ! hoipful hands that fain would rest, 
Rest— sweet — ^nor dream of sorrow, 
*rhiiik you the heart that loved to-day 
Will love you less to-morrow ? 

The flowers that shine about oiir feet 
Slepl safe in winter’s keeping, 

And woke to-day to fragrant life 
More sweetly for their sleeping. 

\^hat tliough we find the changeful auti 
tlis weary charge forsaking, 

We’ll lay us down in hopeful rest. 

And .iic.itn of brighter waking. 
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LEWIS GRANT 

O S not only the most youthful member of our 
J “ choir of singing birds,” but he is also a poet of 
very rich protlfi^ise. His name was first brought 
prominent!]^ the public in the columns of the 

Feopk*8 JeiirmS;8Lnd he is already under the sheltering 
wing of Profen^r Blackie, who says “ be is a remark- 
able lad,; andi'wiU come to something grc:^t if he is 
wise.’* iH'^e^urse of a letter to the editor of the 
Journal^ Levity whites Can you expect to find my 
life very Like the Jsla, 1 rose from Loch 

Park'-^the fl^hih within it, and 1 from beside it. 
The Wa ia ei^tteen miles long — 1 am almost as many 
miles of a year each.** Our poet was born in a 
cottage on, the. banks of Loch Park, the source of the 
Isla, on 9th Dec., 1872 — the auiiiversAry of Milton*s 
birth. This is one of the sweetest places in Banlfshire, 
but the subject of our sketch considers that it is 
divested of much of its beauty by an intruding rail- 
way that sweeps along the edge of the water. Lewis 
is the Eldest of a family of six, and while he was 
yet a mere child the household removed to Mill of Towie, 
near Keith, where his father is a workman. He 
learned the alphabet by copying letters on the hearth- 
stone from hand-bills and the Christian Herald^ and 
enquiring of his mother what their nimes were. Then, 
he tells us, “ came a long portion of the* * sdliuestered 
vale of life,* when 1 spent my time mostly at school, 
but partly in the occupation, quite as classical, of 
herding a cow *’ — the latter duty being engaged in 
Shiefly in the holidays, but sometimes for much longer 
periods. He had then resolved to be, a sailor, and, 
like many boys, had made a fiue miniature fleet. 
This early resolution soon left him, and till last 
year, 1888, he studied at Keith School. These 
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studies were interrupted by a painful illness, and 
diiriiif? the time of weakness that followed he read 
many of the works of the best English authors, and 
comi)osed the poem Dowdrop on a Rose,” regard- 
ing whicii Professor Blackie says — “There is a powder 
of diction and a swing in the verses e^tmnely rare at 
such an early age, and which must be e prophecy of 
something far above the average in the.; recoid of the 
Muses.” llefore this time- -though bp began to 
write verse in his eleventh year, ^ W he 

destroyed— ho had sent a poem to the Jmtmal, 

which was declined. Although eJctir^ld^^modest, and 
far from courting notoriety, thija^^i||^g< him at the 
time, and he wrote to the editor wMat. he calls “a 
foolish e[)istlc,” but which was in^i^i%'dever. This 
was the means of drawing forth a ntimber of replies, 
and bringing him under the notieit of 'Several well- 
known writers, including Mr Jamee Slinlay, who sup- 
plied some interesting information about the new poet. 
Tlio genial editor ultimately wrote as follows, under 
the heading of “ A Promising Young Banffshire 
Poet” : — “ On the 13th October last we published an 
‘ Epistle to the l<]ditor,^ signed Lewis Grant, Mill of 
Towie, in wdiich the writer complained that some 
verses he had sent us had been ‘ declined'^ with 
thanks.’ Wo receive so much more good poetry than 
we can possibly* afford space for that we are often 
coni])elled, very^rnuch against our will, to reject pieces 
which might well be published, and the rejection of 
his verses did not necessarily mean that we thought 
them w^orthlcss. On the contrary, we thoughts very 
highly of Lewie’s^ verses, and had we known then what 
w'o I'viiow uo\f, that they were written by a boy a 
c<>u])!e of mouths under sixteen years of age, we should 
vtu*}’ likely Luivo given them the honour of insertion — 
an honour wliich they fully deserved on their own 
merits irrespective altogether of the youthfulness of 
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their author. Lewie’s epistle was 1 he means of draw- 
ing forth several replies, and a rejoinder from the 
youthful Lewie himself. There were plenty of 
generous-hearted champions ready to take the field in 
defence of the youthful Banffshire bard, but as w^e 
soon had suffipient proof from his own vigorous pen 
that Lewie was ja lad, like ‘Hal o’ the Wynd,* quite 
able to 'fedht :|or. his ain hand,’ we concluded 
that enough hadVheen written and published on the 
subject of Manuscript,’ and all the 

more so tha^ t^iri^troversy w^as evidently one which 
he rather dldjiki^ wd modestly* shrank from. . . . 

One reason fid^ ;r%^mg to the matter now is that we 
have receive ; ^£^6r poem by Lew^ie [alluding to 
“ A Dewdrop o|t 0i/^Bose ’’] which, considering that he 
is scarcely sizf:ehh, ^ars of age — only i\ schoolboy, in 
fact— is unqu^ltii^^bly a finished coin[)osition. The 
subtle thoughi' ^ polished diction which it displays 
are certainly ICatures rarely to be met with in the 
productions of juvenile poets.” 

What his “calling” may be, Mr Lewis Grant 

has not yet decided. When seized with an illness last 
year he was studying for a bursary for Aberdeen 
University, and the poems he has recently written, he 
tells us, merely “form a pleasant relaxation during 
hours that will not bear the stress of study.” Ho is 
anxious to attend the University if healtii and means 
will allow. The publicity given to his productions by 
the newspaper already alluded to has brought him 
many friends and admirers, including several of the 
gifted literati of Al)erdeen. 1’his he af)preciates very 
highly, for friendship he considers “^ends to make one 
unselfish ” — the friendship, he adds, “*ihat nisi inkr 
hmiOB esse non potest^^^ he hopes, “is not arrogant 

assumption.” Doubtless, he will profit by the sound 
advice given concerning him in the course of a letter 
written by Professor Blackie — “ Let him take care not 
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to be lifted off his feet by too much wing. However 
high a ladder one may pile to reach to Heaven, as 
Jtichter says, the steps must rest upon the earth. 
Let him study, in the first place, to live a steady, 
sober, pure, healthy, lofty, and noble life, ahd then the 
poetry will shift for itself. Poetry is a affair if it 
does not mean wisdom. Genius witbout^rsense, as in 
Unskin, or without control, as in Butm .aiid Byron, is 
only a brilliant blunder — a sort of , ib^Uectual in- 
toxication, which elevates for the hoar^^^t issues in 
permanent degradation. I shall progress 

of the Banffshire bard •with great inteie^*t^^^ After the 
opinion of the authorities alrea(l|^.q1lo^d» we do not 
require to add much of a critmal nS^ture. Lewis 
Grant, we consider, is gifted witb^retnti^able powers 
of imagination, and he has considerable mastery of 
metrical forms. What is wondeielhrin'one so young 
is the fact ^ that he is able to aee and read 
the common secret of life, and has power to give 
expression in fitting v\ords to poetic emotion and 
thought. To an already highly cultivated taste he 
adds the qualification, in dispensable, to a true poet, of 
being able to interpret the teachings of nature. But 
while he writes clearly and effectively in his shorter 
pieces, it is evident, that he possesses many of those 
cliaracteristics that make a dramatic poet. Most of 
his pieces arc dramatically conceived, and while his 
imagination is /ich, and he brings up distinct and 
vivid inipressions, his verse is always subdued and 
finely tempered. 

p 

A ^EW-DROr ON A ROSE. 

A culm came o’er ray spirit as I dreamed 
Within a cit^ of the {lowers whose brif^ht 
Streets, with the Hush of even gilded, seemed 
All gold like heaven's. Meanwhile the mellow light 
Faded, and earth in the sun’s fringes dight 
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Was, as she whilom was, a Paradise ; 

She breathed so sweet, so gentle, like the flight 
Of angels* wings — ’twas hard to realise 
That earth was one rent heart and every breeze her sighs ! 

As evening waned a white rose did appear. 

Viewing the dying glory of her gleams. 

Bowed as if in sorrow^ and a tear 
Had fallen upon its breast. And the light beams 
That flitted ere Hed, like happy dreams. 

Smiled a sweet BniLlle that tinted o’er the drop 

Hues like a rMnbow laughing through the streams 
That dim the sky, or sunbeam on the top 
Of a white hill that stands like grief begilt with hope, 

If angel can shed tears» to me it seemed 
Some eye angelfo gafe the flower to wear 
Its small kaleiaotoocMl. that bore a dimmed 
Picture of isomeUiind baavenly, or a tear 
Wiped from the 63^ of some worn wanderer 
New entered there % or seraph watering flowers 
From the Life-Blver, Hke our Avon clear, 

Save for inverted ptotures of green bowers. 

Let fall, in love, onenrpp Into this world of ours^ 

Or it might be old Father Time, v/ho now 
His children’s sorrows clasp^ in his breast, 

Wearied, his lo<dEB aA snowy, and his brow 

Farrowed like a ploughed field, sate clown to rest 
Awhile, but not to sleep, and from the west 
Glancing his eye, dark-circled, o'er their woes. 

Would shed one tear, hat his tear that expressed 
Six thousand years’ hearts bleeding would have chose 
Some other spot than the pure breast of that white rose. 

He would have shed it on the wailing deep. 

That to my eyes, and other eyes than mine,^ 

Seems one great salt .tsar wept o'er those who' sleep 
'Neath their damp cover, where the cold weeds tjvine* 
Their arms around the bosom that lang syne ” 

Was looked in arms more loving ; or he would. 

Still mourning pensive o’er man’s last dechiie, 

Have wept it in tne churchyard’s solitude, 

Where worm and coflSned clay are blent in brotherhood. 

All ocean has been wept through human eyes , 

Since exiled man first sought his desert homo — 

In tears that floated plea^lings to the skies. 

And mourned the loss of many an Absalom, 

And they have watered verdure o’er the tomb, 
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Kept weepinpr willows fresh ; and in them swam 
The ^'rief they could not drown ; and sorrow's gloom 
Remained, when grief was settled to a calm. 

And marble clieeks proclaimed what tears did once embalm. 

Ye tell me woman’s softer eye alone, 

Or craven’s timorous eye is made for weeplhg 
What circles rtmnd all eyes 0 heart of Stdne 1 
No eye like thine was wept o’er LazarnMlIeet^p^ ! 

0 iSaloni ! from thy hills I see Him 

His tearful gaxe upon thee, as a mother ^ 

Bends o’er .her only child when death f« 

Her field, and leaves her poor — without 

Thy Goc^was weeping there, yet searoa Brother. 

When the star glanceless'seema a dint 

Whose ray is fixM like a star m.we^& ^ 

Of woe — then let it hide from heai^ts 
Polished, perchance, but granite 
Nor feels, nor softens, and whatever 
A fellow sigh is answered by — their endcr. 

Tears quench the Haine of grief, and needs 

Expression, not repression, till some dee^ 

Sun of a face^ or Time, evaporate the Omr. 

I leave thy ocean, human eye, for now 
Calmed is the sea that floats about my own, 

And the sea strand is dry — T know n<^ Ww ; 

Still, even yet, in some sad hour, alone, 

A wave breaks o'er, for in me there is sontro 
Something whose fruit is tears, whose leaf is sighs ; 

And grief would sit, all dark and glonmyit,on 
The parched shore- the fringes of the eyes^ 

Until the tide of tears should swamp him in its rise. 

And thou, where Weeping aits as on a throne, 

White foam u[»on the airy sea ! white snow ! 

White emblem of white purity, vvhereon 
A tej^r descends to make it still more so ! 

1 h)ve thy hue, and loved it long ago, 

1 love the small white summer sails that float 
Upon the blue ;jJLiove, and the blue below — 

Below, where white-winged skims the sea’s toy Imat ; 

‘ Above, the whigs, perchance, of angels and high thoug 

I almost love the snow ; yet love 1 more 
The early*snowdrop — she is Flora’s spy ! 

Dear little gems ! like white studs studding o’er 
The shirt of earth ' when other flow’rets lie 
In wintry beds— but I, and where am I ? 
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Lwtle'^s and undefined rnv wanderings 
f m tune my houI and I bear rompiuy, 

Or I, the soul, in clay reca^e my win^M — 

T know not which am I — ^yet they are different things 

Sweet fiowir ' I know not whence has fallen thit diop 
Pure as the blue of skies oer Italy, 

Or the air that fiowa alonip Ben Kinne s top , 

But as thy imagn liatfhre my eye 
1 feel a rising 

Of sonietliiug but les^ puie 

They say the love , if L >ve could fly 

From earth, |*d iQftnbol to allure 

Him back to ea|(lktAilVMi» Vut X^iove will much endure 

T ike mates with men’s hearts are white 

And mine not thy puiity, 

Rethought the blended with the Ivht , 

Still every breftljbtjii^^iatigened to i sie,h 
I o think the street^pilV^^K the rose ma> die 
N )t in the atmeet sttMohyv^ but the bUst 
At last tWottldujbriM I~-«nd what am 1 
Am r not bastenSiitt like at last ^ 

Somethin)? m ystevfitlNI^^h* yet brighter th tn the p ist 

autumn gloaming 


The Antutna day is ended, 

The Autumn sun is set , 

And daylight, lingering whtre h( left 
Beseechingly pleads — Not yet 

But gradually it fades away, 

As the light in the eyes of »no 
Who left the earth in liei y uthful d'^y 
For the sunlight of the Son 

From that deep blue of Iltaven 
Appearing stars look o er 
The face of earth, and beat ns smiles 
Fiom the loved ones gone before ^ 

’Tis goo 1 to have some friends in 1 1 eav^n. 
For it draws us to the skie 
Tis pleasant to set in tht ^tai s it ev i n 
The islanoe of their t ailex^ 

An 1 when all things are rLstin„, 

And the darkling eve glows cold, 
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n'is pleasant to sweeten the sif^hs of wind 
To the music of harps of gold ! 

1 see the sheen of silver light 
Along the river dying ; 

And, like the mulberry trees of old, 

Afar off pines are sighing. 

-j-v# 

Sweet ilowers have closed ' 

Nature is hushed in rest, ' 

Hut golden light is streaiffing i‘‘ 


Her windows of the 

Could 1 unfold what snnse'tei % 

That touch the human, 

Like the lingering swell of 
They leave their traqe behlia^': /f''' ’- ' 
, ,, t 

The sky of life is darkened ‘ ^ 

Like autumn-evening sktihlf: " 

But the glory of its setting epiiv 
Will calm Hope's eager ejllip 

Her eyes shall light the davk'|}|^:d^bt 
'Ah stars that tbin the glpottL. ' ' 

And, arm-in-arm with Faitb,^ ataiU!IIi 
The terrors of the toiub« , 


THE OCEAN S^ULL. 


Hnto the day and all its load, farewell 1 
Save to the memory t>f its joy and care, 

Wherein, like oee.an in the ocean shell. 

We hear once more tlie voice of things that were. 

But these, farewell ’ Let strains of that wild air 
'I'hat trembles o’er God’s instrument the sea, 

Whose wave!% are keys that from His fingers bear 
Their music, siKithe the night, even as they be 
In tlse ocean shell condensed to ninrinuring melody. 

Faintly the mi^sic whispers in the ear, 

Faintly, as faintly, o'er a new-filled tomb 
Dim lightsf at eve to some keen eyes appear. 

Whose orliM their souls mysteriously illume. 

It whis]jcis e.'ilm to weary souls, tg whom 
It sptytkh »jot (d' a joy long past, but blends 
Its “ sound syiriphnnioiis ” sweetly with their gloom — 
“Give me sad music ; your light strain offends 
The shades or voices lingering round of parted friends.” 
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There is a deep tone in the hollow hreaet, 

Low Rii'hinpr zephyrouB tills the reft hearts rent ; 

In the dim cave weird echoes lie at rest, 

Till, to our voice responding, they ha\e vent ; 

And in the hollow shell is murmur pent, 

I like to those other sannds of ^loom which dwell 
In what were emptiness save for sadness blent— 

’Tis thus we fitf the vacuum witli a knell 

When friends in ilieirdeinr stead have left their last farewell. 

And I have wearied ones to whom 

The sounds otrlnjr hy long estrangement made 
The past ftoat Intwiard nn^eir tears ; in glootn 
They lived.i^m&t even as in the shade 
Travellers the sunshine to evade. 

Sytribolled l;^1|ir:ibeni in an icicle^' 

That hid below iMeaves, all wan and staid. 

Wasting in teitfliai tmt^hine, calm in chill — 

Their loved am mtt had left their place alone to Fill. 

And yet it ne^a'noj^ knells to fill their places. 

Nor fresbemnif^witb oiir tears their ivied bowers— 

It clouds the eit|irOf«(ion parted from their faces 
For the last^lameto view the cloud on ours. 

Are there hot tojaile^r times, when in the hours 
Of night, awal^ i^o bear their words again, 

Coming like ndouyB llOtti onr withered Howers, 

Not as their forms as yet returned t«» men, 

But the echoes lingering still? — we feel no vacuum then. 

Like the far ocean slumbering in this shell, 

Like in the ear the tune of some sweet song, 

They dwell around — these accents of farewell — 

As if entwined the curtain folds jmumg ; 

And some have diel, beloved rines and yoiing, 

Where waves have danced wiM dirges o’er their tomb, 

But not from them the waters bore along 
The moan that filled this Hhell — they met their doom 
With lips firm lockt in calm, as one inigiit die et home. 


They had loved the ocean, though hi-i hed he graves. 
And evermore his breast heaves sighingly, 

And, ever freed from all things sh \ e the wave.‘s 
Are, sonls aspiring, rising to the sky. 

They left their own mortality to lie 

In caves' dark rooms, or on jlistant .shor® ; 
Wijerefore we could not with onr outer eye 
Dampen their resting place. 'Fhe sea’s loud roar, 
Her lower melodious sighs, lament them evermore. 
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There is a dome above them, Ocean hi^'ht, 

That their inoimment unto all time, 

And to it8 roof bright shadee of stars of night 
Descend to dance unto its muffled chime, 

'Phat knells the dead that rest in floors of slime ; 

Around their breasts wild waves their arms entwine, 

And blend their wildness with the slow enbltme. 

Ami almost choke these shades, and thtlk combine 
Wave-muffled slirieks, and sobs hnd hearts that pine. 

THE GIFT OP ' 

I am waiting till the daiyniiig of the arise, 

And m^ vigil is the awning from thad^'lliil^^ims the eyes 
Of the river flowing under, where the shadeia|rf wrenched asunder 
From their clinging memoriBS^irdri^Hfe. 

Long the night has dwelt around me,%arS^ia|^W0ary as its woe, 
And the kindly rest has found me even averAf^ing~“No,” 

And the lamp but renders luminous all tb^.nends and all the 
gloondness ’ 

Of the hell that seems to haunk tne-rcvermore. 

1 have thought of old Prometheus with a sodtdotense desire, 

Ami absorbiiiger than Lethe is, for M suhstance of his Are, 
Noble fantasies to fashion, brightenihUf their eyes with passion, 
And to send them forth to war-revermore. 

0, Prometheus ! mighty Titan ! wheresoever thou may be 
Gome my spirit to enlighten how the Are was stolen by thee ! 

I have fantasies all fashioned, waiting to he alMmpassioned 
With the theft of Mount 01ympus-<-evermore. 

Lo ! the gloomy roof is cleaving, and a Shape is looming through, 
And a voice of Hre is heaving, noble as the Form 1 view— 

Mortal ! what'tliou wouldst 1 gift thee freely. Mortal ! 1 will 
lift thee 

To the* mountain where it dwells — evermore.*’ 

* * 

Then in hour of deepest C(mia Psyche with the spectre ranged. 
While the coUl, relinquished Soma for her changing state was 
changed — * 

For the eyes were fuller orb6d, as with sorrow all absorbed, 

Au(f the lips were not fur kisses— evermore. 

To Olympus 1 was lifted, and Promethens standing hoar — 

‘‘This the flame wherewith i gifted the cold clay I formed of 
yore," 

Said he, while my soul was glowing, inspiration through it flowing, 
And a thrill of passion lilled me— evermore. 
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Then eaid Psyche, earthward fleeinj^— “ 1 will till with heavenly 
fire 

Many a pure and lofty being, trembling fi-om the living lyre 

Bat a voice was Backward" saying, and the raptured soul, 
obeying, 

To a happy earth returned— nevermore. 

And a mountain, darkly looming, shivered icily before me, 

And a vulture, nloodvCtmeuming, Npread a bhiod-dropt shadow 
o’er me, 

And a chain tbateUalct tetrifio sent a sickening and horrific 
Awe thronghottt my *9huddering heart — evermore. 

Said Prometheud, the ** Let the stolen fire be thine. 

In thy bosom 40 to bHghttn all thy fantasies divine ; 

But toe chain ehiillbtnd^ thee ever, iud the vulture leave thue 
never, , 

Though theill' leave the fire unlessened -evermore. 

Suddenly iny eocd hOediess of the glaciered hill before, 

And the clanking Olgtln rtmedless, and tiie vulture’s thirst for 
gore, 

And the icicles the^: me, olt where waroter lip^ caressed me— 

Titan i 1 teifiter ever, evermore ! 


MARION WALKEP WOOD, 

^TTHE gifted wife of the lie\. Wood, the 

VU aocomplished author of “ Stories from Oreek 
Mythology,” The Strait Gate,” editui* of “Niittairs 
Dictionai’y,” and the translator of Ihirth’s ‘i Keligious 
of India,” is a daughter of the late Hector Gavin, 
Edinbui^h, formeriy of Croft-ZHi-rigli, ifew the property 
of the Crown and included in Holy^ood l*alace 
grounds. She is also a niece t)f the late William 
Walker, the celebrated picture engraver. Mrs Wood 
was born in 1831, and in addition to being the autlioress 
of many striking poems, she wrote and i)ul)lished a 
little “ in Meiuorium” volume in graceful and tender 
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verao, on Joliii Bunij M.D. — a much esteemed and 
bkilful phybiciitu, to whom many owe much of what is 
best in tliem, and wiio was ever as regardful of the 
spiritual as of the bodily welfare of his patients. 

Mrs Wood ascribes her love of poetry to the fact 
that all her early life was spent Within the precincts 
of Holyrood, and among birds, trees, and flowers, and 
parks. Her favourite walks in sulxiiner Wate through 
the then King’s Park, by St Abthitoy’a Well, Duke’s 
Walk, the Radical Road, and iilnibet nightly to the 
siiuiiiiif of Arthur’s Seat. to town in the 

winter evenings from that then the moon 

and stars wore her companion^ she made 
friends, and with whom she od^vemfld. While yet 
young, her thoughts found utterancd^m verse from the 
mere force of tlie beauty of naturf hncmnd her. 

The old mansion house of Croft^>righ, in which 
she was brought up, and which WftS formerly^he resi- 
dence of the Regent Murray, with its sculptured roofs 
so beautifully modelled, and its old quaint turrets, 
fed her imagination ; while, id the grounds, the 
jicar tree planted by Mary, Queen of Scots, and the 
ruins of Holyrood Chapel in its solitary and weird 
grandeur, so closely adjoining, told their own tales of 
tlie j)ast. Surrounded, too, as she was ht home by the 
liiiest collections of art, with the opportunity of fre- 
(pieiitly seeing' tlie old paintings in the Palace, her 
youthful niindi* received only impressions of what was 
beautiful., At the same time the domestic atmosphere 
she breathed being that of the purest, her life was 
spent in a sort» of fairjOand altogether surpassingly 
beautiful, w hich loft fts indelible impress on her mind. 
It will thus be readily understood that her love of litera 
ture, ]>oetry, and ait has been fostered and matured 
d urine: her wedded life 

Mrs Wood’s poetical productions are numerous, and 
some of them have apiiearod in various newspapers 
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and periodicals, but she has not as yet published them 
in book form. They display true sym}).Ttliy with ani- 
mate and, inanimate nature, a keen appreciation of the 
sweet and true, a musical flow, a pure and noble aim, 
and a tenderness umid delicticy that in certain moods of 
mind and heait helpful in tlie spiritual life. 

,BABY. 

Lovely little tifkpttlded as of wax, 

Long dark eilken b^ir as soft as flax, 

j 

Like a deep iHiwa bittgtifg down the chiselled face, ' 

Making of Sr ace ! 

Bashful Utti^ imif% iiaiibW brook to see 
Faces but of loved f^pes hovering near thee ' 

Darling little firm* around me pressed, 

Lisping forth awsiH a^ei|^, olint^ing to my breast ! 

Pattering little bi^by, over here and there, , 

Always to the luothei^e heart, beautiful and fair ! 

This was iny dear baby l^bndly hoped to keep, 

Ponriog down upob her love both fell and deep. 

Now an angel l^hy. is sihging in the sky, 

Now a baby*s lispiAg is praising God on high. 

Now a mother, stricken low, silently di>th weep, 

Praying God her heart and soul in Bis own grace to keep, 

And give her faith and strength to .see llis*Jljve in all below, 
Till in the fulness of His time she all His will shall know. 

ALL THINGS PRAISE T tJ E,B . 

The tiny rill that takes its rise ii(^ hill or mountain steep 
Grows broader, deeper, as it flow^v > -reach Hie mighty deep, 

But from its cradle to its grave one song alone i| sings — 

The power and wisdom of that God from whom its being springs. 

The boundless ocean drinks it in, and in the tempest’s roar 
Calls on the rocks and isles around their Maker t(t adore ; 

Or in the cairn of summer’s title, refulgent with the glow 
Of heaven’s light, it brealheti Ilis love in muriiinrs soft and low. 
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The muantain-poaks that pierce the air, and Hcan Ood’e wonders 
high, 

Keceive the tones from zephyr’s wings and waft them to the sky, 
’Midst boom of mighty avalanche and glacier-torrent’s strain, 
Whilst dread volcanic tire and smoke send forth a wild refrain. 

Till with their praise Heaven’s gate resounds, and all the shining 
sphere 

Ke-echoes Lack the sucred chords in notes prolonged and clear, 
'I'hat float through all ethereal apace, while, ’mid the lightning's 
gleam 

And thunder's crash, reverberates the anthem’s glorions theme. 

Then bursts the chant in solemn aonnda, loud pealingo'er the earth, 
That herlfli, and trees, and flowers may tell the mystery ‘of their 
birth ; 

Till, jubilant with sacred praise, the birds every wing 
Make forests, plains, and hills around wl^h faa^krlitiahs ring. 

And beasts of every name tiiiid tribe, andlife oflsvety shore, 

From every Innint their pure ’* Aineii ” in full response outpour ; 
Shall he who with (lod’>^ breath is tired alone be made in vain, 
For whom, to give iiiin endless life, the Son of Man was slain ? 

Who ip Hi.s imkL''e tirst was made, to whom all earth was given, 
That he might live for praise of Him, the Lord of earth and 
heaven " 

Shull he alone be mute and dumb, nor voice nor word make 
known 

The wonders ot liis Maker’s love, the glories of His throne f 

I'HE c;ek’m of loving kindness. 

The germ of loving kiTidnes^ to some may now seem rare, 

Tlie inward beauty of the soul a thing that is not there ; 

The strongest bouU:''of human love but rushes of the mere, 

The sympathy of noble hearte not worth its smallest tear ; 
Thoage of noble iivanhood to them may seem long gone, 

And pugty of iieart and life a theme of ancient song ; 

The faith byVliich our fathers lived, the path in which they trod, 
Forgotten and forsaken been for Dalaain’s paltry god^ 

But right tofwrong •hall never^yield its sceptre or its might, 

Nor God of Trutli lay down ICs sword in falsehood’s deadly fight ; 
Though vice n&ay shine and glitter, in its lacquered baubles 
decked, 

OA virtue’s reefs, of purest gold, its bark shall sure be wrecked — 
For .stronger vs the force of right than all the strength of ill, 

And caves of earth can thousands yield wh«» work God’s holy will ; 
And o’er the rolling, swelling waves of <-vil’s murky tide 
The ark of love, with its noble freight, iu victory shall ride. 
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FIRST SHADOW bN THE HEARTH. 

1 was sitting by the fire, 

And listening once again 
To my infant’s gentle prattling 
When a vision crossed my brain, 

And held me with entrancing power 
Till day and night had tied, 

And days and nights succeeding still 
Their course had o’er me sped. 

only a cherub form 
TiUkt fiitted across my sky, 

.BH^tening it up for ti moment, 

. winging its flight on high. 

On^ a little fledgeling, 

A tiny mite of a thing, 

All '<<^ a sudden that came to me, 

And .nestled under my wing ; 

Making my pulses throb 
^ternate with hope and fear,* 
only for a season 
Its dwelling might be here. 

Oi^ a lovely blossom. 

With dew-drops sparkling bright. 

And shining all the purer 
As day waned into night. 


Only a little grave 
In a quiet and sheltered 8|fot, 

And a voice in my ear — Of such 
Is My kingdom ; forbid them not.” 

Only a dream that ha!!i vanished, * 
But left its hallowing power 
To softly tone r&tf^.brightesi» days. 
And tune my darkest hour. 
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THOMAS LAWEENOE WORK. 

H CCORDING to a promise we made in our pre- 
fatory note in the Eleventh Series of this work, 
we will now devote considerable , space to sketches of 
Hie career of a number of Scottish Australian poets, 
with selections from ihoir writings. '■We would here 
merely rok'r our i-eaders to . itself, in 

which we give a liright list of a%0iw, :fcbwing how 
largely usual i an literature bail' 'be^^r^rui ted from 
Scotland, proving that, whilbyt!^ *. Abroad” 
readily takes root and flourishes Jn a* fcfreigii country, 
and while ever loyal to the land^^ his^adbption, time 
in no way changes his tender meinnHes bf his native 
land. There is no mistaking the n|d)iouaI attachment 
so strong in the character of the Seoitish people. In 
all lands and climates their hearts ate ever filled with 
tenderness wlien they think of Mither Scot- 

land,” and many of the following pieces show' that our 
bretlircu in Australia have no desire to “quat their 
grup ” of the cuuthio Doric — the language of Burns 
and of Taiinaliill. Lii grateful acknowledgment of our 
indobtediiess to a gifted poet and patriotic Scotchman 
residing in Melbourne — Mr T. L. Work — who, with 
miwcariod efiort, has gatliered and . placed at our dis- 
posal much valuable information, we give him the 
place of honouK 

Tliotnaji Lawrence Work was bom at Aberdeen in 
1838. His })arouts were natives of the Shetland 
Isles — -his fatheit Jereun' 1j Work, a seaman, belonging 
to Whalsay, and his mother, Marion Molfat, to Ler- 
wick. She is still alive — 1889 — in her 87th year, and 
living with lier son. His grandfather on the maternal 
side, J('hn* Moliat, vvas celebrated in those remote 
islands as a violinist and composer of dance lnu.■^ic - 
one of his tunes, “ MollaHs Rant,” still attesting liis 
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skill as a musician. The poet/s father experienced 
some striking vicissitudes of fortune during ids life- 
time. At the beginning (»f the century, ■.vhcji a l)oy 
serving his apprenticeship on board a Newcastle 
collier, the vessel was captured by a French privateer, 
and the crew made prisoners of war. Jeremiah Work 
was imprisoned for over nine years in different fort- 
resses in Franceg but principally at Arras and Valen- 
ciennes. He was educated, along with other lads, by 
British pri^ner8,^iEmd obtained a superior education by 
this means, including a thorough knowledge <5f Krencli 
and navigation. - ?puring his captivity at Valenciennes 
he acquired the trade of bookbinding ; for the con- 
scription including ^ all males from IG to 60 years, 
tradesmen were Mad to get the prisoners to assist 
them during the day, but tlicy laid to return to their 
prison quarters, 'at night. He frequently saw the 
groat Napoleon, and. Marshals Ney and Sou It, and wit- 
nessed many fearful scenes of prisoners being publicly 
shot for attempting to escape and for assaulting the 
soldiery. On the abdication of Napoleon to Klba, 
the prisoners were marched back through Franco to 
the northern maritime ports, and shipped to Fngland. 
They received the kindest treatment from the Fro»ich 
peasantry, and Mr Work’s father used to contrast 
rather forcibly the reception he got Jn England after 
his long imprisonment. When lauded in Dover, a 
man expressed great sympathy for tlu^friendless seilor, 
and invited him to drink. Overcome with^ fatigue, be 
fell asleep in the tavern, and when he awoke found 
that he had been robbed nioiAjy and everything 

of value he possessed by the Ijypocritical scoundrel 
who had commiserated his forlorn appearance. In 
this wretched plight he had to walk all the way to 
London, and beg for assistance, which wils frequently 
refused him. On reaching the Metro[>olis, and nialuiig 
enquiries, he was informed that there was a Shetland 
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brig in the' river. Intei:viewing the captain, he 
cjirnestly requested permission to work his passage 
home to Shetland. 1'he captain inquired his name 
and iiativit}’, and, on being told,; became strangely 
a^ita^t‘d. Tie hurried Jeremiah down to the cabin, 
and, convulsively embracing him, announced that he 
was his cider brother, Lawrence Work, whom he had 
not seen for ten years. 

Somewhat late in life Jeremiah Work married and 
settled down at Aberdeen. His yoapgeat . child, the 
subject ftf our notice^ received an ordinary school 
education, and was apprenticed to the ptlnting ^ busi- 
ness, to Mr William Bennett, tlm prinjber to the 
Sprdding Club. During his boyhoop, '^dmas had the 
kindly counsel and aid of Dr Longi^uir^ the able and 
accomplislied minister of Mariners* Church. After 
finishing Jus a 2 )pronticeship, Mr Work removed to 
E<linl)urgb, fuid was employed in a book office and 
also on the HcotRman newspaper. During his residence 
in ‘‘Auld Jlcekie,'’ he thoroughly explored its olden 
precincts and the places of interest in its vicinity. 
Mr Work thereafter went to the north of England for 
sciveral years, but, having an ardent desire for a 
riimhliug pedestrian tour, he indulged in long excur- 
sions over Scotland and Ireland, visiting every place of 
historic interest. When in Dublin he was engaged by 
a Ccrmaii friend tor service on the Tauchnitz press in 
Tjeij)sic, and was * 01 ] the eve of departure when he got 
ill ii mat km yf his father’s serious illness. He broke his 
engagement and returned home. On the death of his 
father it was resolved iijay-^to emigrate to Melbourne, 
where his sister had he '*;' settled for several years. 
Along wit!*, ills mother, he sailed from Loudon, and, 
.'d'Jor a tedious jiassage of 146 days, arrived in Mel- 
bourne on idrt.* 1st of January, 1864. His first emplo}^- 
meiit s\a.s on a duily newspaper, but eventually he got 
the management of a hi-wcckly paper in a gold-mining 
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district. He returned to Melbourne, and obtained 
employment in the Government Printing Office, in 
which he still remains. 

The subject of our sketch is well known to the 
public and to his “ craft as a facile writer of prose, 
as well as a vigorous poet. With other printers he 
ventured on pubji^ing a collection of tales, essays, 
and poetry in 18^5, entitled “The Austrnlasian Printers^ 
Keepsake,” tbree*fouttbs of the book being contributed 
by Mr ' . One of his sketches — “Caxton's 

Novitiate at Brugba”^ — has been justly admired for its 
skilful handling antiquarian knowledge, and delinea- 
tion of charac1»f. ; , He has also ready For the press a 
“ Necrological '.^Jli^ister ” of printers and journalists 
who have di^ In :bilb Colonies from 1850 to the present 
date. Mr Work "bka written a number of strikingly 
realistic metrical sketches of Scottish life and clnirac- 
ter. He also is ^ery successful in the ballad vein — 
his ballads beihg marked by much tenderness and 
pathos, while his reflective and shorter pieces arc over 
felicitous in expressiou and thought. 

PINbAY MACBAIN. 

Finlay Moobain wa^ a malRterfu’ chiel ; 

Hia arms were like aiks, hia wriata like the steel, 

He was buirdly an’ stark, wi’ a martiKl^'mien, 

E’en Osoar himsel* had nae better, T ween ; 

For a fringe o' red whisker emblazonecPhis face, 

And he strode up an* dooii wi’ a chainpion's grac^,; 

To ’list him the auld Hielan’ sergeant was faiVi, 

But bis fleechin’ was tint upo* Finlay Macbain. 

Our Finlay had nae great re^ird for the Kirk, 

As itfiyted an* frowned on his ploys in tlrj mirk ; 

Him the minister piously doomed to the Deil — 

For the saunts o’ his parish were wud in their zeal ; 

When a neebor or crony wad daur to exhr»rt, 

He lengh. an’ replied wi' a sneer or a snort ; 

The Clerk an’ his elders he held in disdain— 

“ They’re sio taiglesouie bodies !” quo’ Finlay Macbain. 



T. L. WORK. 


215 


But tM play on the bagpipes delighted him weel, 

Or Kwackly to flisk thro' a daft fourHome reel ; 

Tho’ the lads didna like him, they aye made a lane 
When caperin' amang them cam* Finlay Macbain — 
For, drest in his tartans, wi' sporran' an* plaid, 
f Jis straucht limhs ungaird by the shackle o’ trade, 
Nae wonder the women (a clainoroils train) 

Aye hung in a bourach roun* Finlay , MaobuQ. 

Then Finlay, when tired o* the toon an* Its blara, 

Gaed awa’ to the hills for a waucht o* fresh air. 

He leister’d the grilse at the mid hour o* nieht, 

An* deggit the kelpie wi’ bleezin’ toroh-lieht; 

Mawkins he snared, an* shot deer in ^e dleudh 
(Tlio* ven'son was sorimpie, he aye had enanidi ; 

4n the ptarmigan, flait’rick, an' bonnlh muir<*hen 
Were sib to the table o’ Finlay Maobain, 

But his boonmaist desire was a piper ^ be, 

An* he kittled the pipes in sae funeh'h key 

Tliat frae Dingwall to Dysart, frae Danse to Dunblane, 

Maist pipers gat wittance o’ Finlay Maobain ; 

An’ aye when wi’ Finlay the pipers wad turn, 

The whisky ran plunk-plunkm^oOt like a bum : 

Q’ho’ he birled i* the clachan for weeks, it was plain 
They ne’er socbt the lawin* frae Finlay Maobam. 

For Finlay had started to profit bimsel* 

In a far-awa’ corrie, a cantie bit stell ; 

The publican hecht him the neoessar* grain, 

To be Differ'd for ** peat-reek ” frae Finlay Macbain. 
Then hunters, an’ pipers, an’ ramplors, an’ a*, 

Till his shielin’ sae bien’ wad at orra times oa’ r 
Wi’ a bicker in hand he wad rule like a thane, 

For a desperat^ deevil was Finlay Macbain. 

But the gangers an’ sodgers cam* after him there. 

An’ tracked the buuld smuggler at last in his lair. 
H^wasslyin’ asleep in the heat o| the day. 

Yet he sprang to his feet like a lion at bay, 

An’ he dang cot the harns.#>* twa gaugers gey fast, 

Till, clean overpower’.^ oe was grippit at last. 

He was tr4;d, an* said Brax field*, wi’ ominous grane — 

“ We’ll rax oot yor neck for ye, Finlay Maobain *” 


** Of that mostSL>ccentric judge, Lord Braxfield, it is related that ere he 
passed sentenco of ileath upon a prisoner who had energetically defended 
himself, he remarked — “ Man, ye’re a gey clever chield, an’ aiblins ye 
ken sae yersel’ ; but, for a’ that, ye’ll be nane the waur o' a bangin' 1” 
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Sae Finlay was pancred in a dnnpfeon nae drear, 

Yet the jailer wah kind to the brave mountaineer ; 

Quo’ he, “ Honest lad 1 mind, whate’er ye micht want. 
Save your liberty only. I’ll readily grant.” 

Cried the captive^** What’s a yer snia’ comfort to me 
When matched wi* the freedom ye eanna weel gie ? 

Yet, gin iny bonaillie ye’d help to obtain, 

Wyae my auld Men a, the pipers, to Finlay Macbain.” 

’Twaa done, an* the pipers convened far an' near 
On the niofat ete the bangin’ to meet wi’ their her ; 

Ilka man them oxter’d his pipes on the sly, 

Wi* a pickle o’ sneeshin’ an’ whisky forbye ; 

An’ bl^he was the welcome, an’ byous the ban 
Upo* gangers j^n’ gangrels — an il)-deedie clan ; 

• For what were twa Sassenach somphs fairly slain 
Compared wi* a gallant like Finlay Macbain '* 

Then they sniped an* they sampled the strong mountain dew. 
An* syne at their chanters they birsed an’ they blew ; 
They screeded aff marches, an’ strathspeys, an’ reels, 
Pibrochs and jiorts, in gllravagin’ squeals ; 

Then in dancin*, advancin’, indulged a’ the corps, 

Still rougher an’ gruffer becam’ the uproar,. 

Yet, far ahoon shouts or the pipes' fiery strain, 

Was heard the wild “hoogli ” o’ young Finlay Macbain. 

Puir chiel 1 while he pranced in his wee prison hole. 

The thocht o’ the momin' flash’d full on his soul ; 

He dementedly skirled, an’ fell flat to the ground ; 
Disjaskjt, the pipers foregathered around, 

Till their music had dwined to an enterin’ drone — 

“ Ochone !” Finlay wail’d, in an agonized tone. 

Gin it wasna this wearifu' bangin’, ye see, 

The happiest nicht o* my life this wad be !” 


THE MANAGING MOTHER 

Materfamilias loquitur ; 

Weel, Peter, sae you’re here again > 

An’ welcome aye — ye ken it’s true * 
You’ve come sae aften till oor house 
That I maun speak a word wi’ you. 
You’ve cracked wi’ my guidman on cra'pE 
On foreign news, an’ a’ sic like, 

An’ bummed about — a vagrant bee, 
Disposed to join our humble byke. 



T. L. WORK. 


217 


I’ve kent your worthy mither lang— 

We’ve fieebors been for mony a year ; 
But, loBh ! I'liijiriu sae daft as think 
That frien’ship only brings you here. 

Na, na ! on nichts sae weet as this 
It’s by the chimley-cheek you’d bide — 

I think our Meg’s the sweet mtetar 
That lures ye till our ingle^side I ; 

Heich-howe ! ye needria glower <ae biHrd, 
Nor blush wi’ sic a fiery glow ; . 

The truth's aye beat the warld oWer,, 

An’ we’ve jaloused it long -ago. 

Ye micht dae waur than oome tbifi gate, 
For, oh ! she loves but yon alane ; 

Then dinna tHfle wi’ the neart ' 

That’s faithfully an’ freely gFedi 

Our Meg’s nae useless tau^ic^mind 1 
She’s guid wi’ me, an* gui^ lvM’ • 

She’ll niak' a sark wi’ ony'an^’ '*• 
Syne wash' an’ dress it like tlia snaw. 

She snods the house baith butt an’ ben, 

An' lays the dinner nicely doon ; ' 

An’ better parritch than oor Meg’s 
Ye wiiina get in a’ thi^tooo. 

Altho’ 1 say't that shouldna say’^ 

She’ll inak’ an eident sonSy wife, 

An’ MJiir I’ll miss the lass, I rear, 

F'en tho’ I ani wi’ dochtere rife. 

An’, oh ! he kindly wi’ her lad I 
1 ken ye will — I’ll say nae wialr ; 

But, trustin’ in your manliness, 

J leave iny lassie till your care. 

Meg’s ^Uen the hoose— puir tremblin' thing ! 

I ken she’s unco fain to see you ; 

My blfissin’, Peter, <in ye baith ! 

Gae briskly beii, an’ Gude be wi' you 1 
•An’ recollect, you've our consent — 

What better news could sweetheart hae? 
Sae set ^our headw^hegither there. 

An’ settle sOffn the bridal day ! 

• 

MATERNAL LAMENT. 

M.V* he’rt is sail, my he’rt is sair, 

My he’rt is sair, an’ aye maun be — 
Yestreen I had three manly sons, 

Now ue’er a ane is left to me. 
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They kiRs’d me ere they paed awa’, 

They pently kissed me anc by aiie ; 

Some bodio* voice wailed a’ the time — 

You’ll never see your sons again !” 

My he’rt is sair, my he’rt is sair, 

A waefu’ weird J:'ve had t«> dree — 
Yestreen I had tlTree manly mods, 
Now^^ne’er a ane is left to me. 

They gaed tcrJRSdd our country’s wrangs, 
Frae foreign/ftaa our land to free ; 

My verrlk soiil #«s twined in theirs, 

An’ noa mair I’ll see. 

Oh 1 dool be time o* weirs ! 

The fiem.lhy^ers won the day ; 

My gatiant lads wad never yield— 

Their lifers bliiid ran adoon the clay ! 
tfy it sair, my he’rt is sair, 

' he*rt can be — 

Yestre^ 1 had three stalwart sons, 
a ane is left to me. 

My brave drst^bom, sae frank an’ fair, 

His buried. sire. he seemed to me ; 

An’ Kenneth* Wie the lang brown hair. 

An’ Ninlan,' wl* hk laughin’ e’e— 
ril never, «ever see them mair, 

Nor listen to their aangs an’ glee ; 

Nae mair I’ll hap them warm at nicht. 

Nor prB>y wj’ them on bended knee. 

My he’rt' is sair, my he’rt is sair. 

My he’rt is sair, an* aye maun be ; 
Oh, Q^od I In mercy end my care. 

An* kindly lay me wi’ the three. 

OUE COUNTRY’S SANCS. 

Our country’s aangs ! What Scottish^eart 
Hut loups wi’ glad, impassioned start. 

An’ dirls to its inmost part. 

At mention o’ their names ? 

Oh 1 magic lilts o’ lang wgo, ^ 

Pregnant wl’ feeling’s feri^l^flow, 

Ye kera alive the bardic glow 
In Caledonian hames. 

The aangs that shed a hallow’d hue ^ 

On common things— the loom, the plew — 
That kiss the draps frae Labour’s broo, 
And hanker in the mind ; 
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Th.it pflad the thmif^htless and the sage, 
H-el.ix tlie frenzied hands o' rage — 

That cheer the graveward-track o* Age— 
The sanga that away mankind. 

Unken t their aoiirqe, unkent the time 
When firat they jimeit thro’ our clime — 
The melody an* hamely rhyme 

We cherish noo wi* pride, , 

Oh ! seems na it that acme slee wtgfai 
Had overheard the music bright 
At fairy ploys, in clear moonlight,' 

An* spread it far an* nddet 

Hark to yon maiden’s ainiplea^aihl 
She weaves a 'waefii’ tale o* 

()* sailor sunk beneath the niaip-^ ‘ 
His lonely troth pi igbt^^lears^x 
Sae piteous plaint an* deep dHtre^a 
Tho eerie tune can weel expr^iftg, 

That e’en the verra 6angster*B faoo 
Is wet wi* sudden teani. 

Some neebor tries a blyther key-r- 
Mirth waukens in the doonooiit e'e ; 

Swift iis a gdance gaes welcome glee 
' 1*0 ilka heavin’ breast. 

'rhe saiiw — a pawky rant o’ yore — 

Ends umang smiles an’ kindlin* roar ; 
The Gallants spang athort the floor, 

An’ dance wi’ Hielan’ haste. 

But ah ! how thrilin* to the ear 
O’ him who then may chance to hear, 
8elf-bai)ished in another sphere, 
tiis native lays once more. 
SlowJy^iinto his mental gaze ' 

U] irises Scotland’s burns an’ braes — 
iClie thackit house o’ early days — 

His iriither at the ^por. 

Oh, ye who claftn to guide the soul, 

Aia* keep it under due control — 

Who fortify it weel to thole 

’Fhe test o’ cornin’ years ! 

\ wee hit sang s n shaft o’ flame 
Will penetrate your buttress’d frame. 
Confound your wisdom into shame, 

All* melt ye into tears. 
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GEORGE GORDON M‘GRAE 

perhaps the ablest and most distin.£>:iiished of all 
the Scottish poets in Australia. lie was horn 
at Auchorfield, near Leith, in 1833. ITis father, 
Andrew Murison M^Crae, was representative of an old 
Hoss-shire sept, and his mother was related to the 
ducal family of Gk>rdon. Mr Andrew M‘Crae was a 
Writer to the Signet in Edinburgh, and, on the 
formation of the Colony of Victoria, emigrated there 
about 1839, along" with his brother, Dr Farqiihar 
M‘(Vae, an army aurgeon, at one time attached to the 
Tnniskilling Dragponi9*' Mrs M‘Crae, with the family, 
did not arrive in the colony until 1841, when they 
took up their residence at Arthur Sent, near Port. 
Phillip’s Head. Mr A. M. M‘Crae (who died at Haw- 
thorn, near Melbourne, in his 87th year) wa^s appointed 
a police magistrate at Kilmore, some thirty miles 
distance from Melbourne, and he is still rcmemlx'rod 
as an able and energetic Scotchman. 

George M*Crae w^as only eight years old when he 
left Scotland. He was educated in Melbourne, but his 
alternate residence at Arthur Seat and Kilmore made 
him a keen observer of aboriginal life in the early 
days of the colony, as well as of the distinctive char- 
acteristics of the Australian bush scenery and the 
wdld denizens therein. Mr M‘Crae obtained a clerk 
ship in the Patents Office, Melbourne, in January, 
1854, which he still ret^iins. He visited Britain in 
18G4-65, and made a tour the CoKtinent, particu- 
larly in France, where he wa5^' instrumental in rc 
discovering the heart of Bichard I., whic'u had been 
dqjosited originally in a vase of silvcj- in the church 
of Notre Dame, at Rouen, in Ncu’mand}, but the 
silver reliquary was afterw’ards sold to assist in defray- 
ing the ransom of St Louis, and the heart transferred 
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to iiii urn of stone. He published in 1865, when in 
London, his Hrst poeticul venture — “Two Old Men’s 
'Pales of Jjove and War.” In 1867 Mr M‘Crao, who 
had been regularly contributing to Melbourne publica- 
tions, inade his first bid for popular favour by publish- 
ing two poems on aboriginal theme8-r^“ Balladeadro,” 
and “Miimba, the Bright-eyed.” The story of 
“ Miimba ” is well told, and, as Mr M*Orae in the 
]»oem avers, it is — 

** A memory, in a narrow t^nv , 

Of <lays long dead — tod bright id last ; 

\ hliadow ol primeval man, 

A footfiill echo of the past. * 

None but a thorough adept in abotigihdl customs, and 
an accurate observer of Australii^ fauna and scenery, 
could liave writteu “Mamba.” It holds a position 
ecpii valent to I iOiigfellow^s “ Hiawatha,” inasmuch as 
it/ conserves the manners and traditions of a race 
swiftly disa[)j»earing before the powerful palo-faces. 
In a prefatory iu)te to “Mamba,” Mr M‘Orae stated 
that it was his intention to bring out a mythological 
tradition of the al)origines, the grandest and most 
startling which they possessed ; but want of encourage- 
ment has delayed the publication of “ The Legend of 
Karakorok.” When it is borne in mind that Mr 
M‘(>V!ie has related tiiese aboriginal stories in graceful 
verse, it seems a strange omission on the part of 
Stephen 'riiourson, who recently wrote in a London 
magaaine, coneerning colonial literature, to make no 
allusion to thorn, inasmuclv.jas they are peculiarly 
Australian in chfiracter anti treatment. 

During the Fraiico-IVussian war Mr M‘Crae wrote a 
number of striking poems, amongst them being “Bis- 
marck’s Broken Vase,” and the “Story of Bazeilles”- -a 
j)athotic iifcident of that dreadful struggle, and suffi- 
cient of itself to stamp Mr M‘Crae as a true poet. 
But the ablest and most finished work of his 
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muse was published in 1873, and in it the influence of 
his French tour can be clearly traced. It is a poetical 
romance, in four books, entitled “ The Man in the Iron 
Mask.” The poet is a stedfast believer in the theory 
that the unfortunate French j)risoner was the twin 
brother of Louis XIV. The four books are devoted to 
“The Mask’s” successive imprison men ts at IMgnevol, 
Esiglie, St Mat^uerite (near Cannes), and the Bastille. 
There are many grand passages throughout the poern, 
the interview of the King with the gaoler St Mars, 
after the deathof The Mask,”, when the head is pro- 
duced before hiti(i, being a splendid piece of dcscri})tive 
verse, indicative ct a master mind. Scattered through- 
out the romance are many lyrics and pieces of frag- 
mentary verse. One of these, “ Morning at Sea in the 
Tropics,” was included by the great American poet, 
Longfellow, in his “ Poems of Places.” It was well 
worthy of that honour, as it truthfully depicted what 
every voyager who has crossed the ocjuiiioctial line 
will acknowledge — the wondrous beauty and almost 
imperceptible change of colours in tropical sunrises and 
sunsets as seen at sea, “The Man in the Iron Mask ” 
has been translated into French by a litoi’ary abbe in 
the south of France, and was published at Paris in 
1888. 

Mr M‘Crae is preparing for the p^ess a volume on 
Seychelles, which will principally be a record of his 
own travels there. It will be entiTied “ Scycholles 
from its Discovery by Vasco de Gama to the Z^resoiit 
Day.” Another of nnpublishod works is “ Early 
Melbourne,” a thesis whiclfought to' bo both congenial 
and familiar to him. 

Mr M'Orae enjoyed the literary friendship of 
William Howitt, Adam Lindsay (jlordou, lleiiry Glar- 
ence Kendall, and other distiuguishod nion. lie is 
unquestionably the ablest and iiptest Scottisli writer 
of the Southern Hemisphere, and being a corupara- 
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lively young man, much excellent literary workman- 
ship may yet be expected of him. 

THE STORY OF BAZBILLES. 

A silent day among the hills. 

Where winding patliH of dust and glare 
Burn, half-deserted ; and the mills, > 

With languid sails the breeze scarce fills, 

Turn pausingly in air. 

The flocks are folded, though the day ' 

Stares on the daisied meadowland^ 

Tha fields of standing corn and hay, 

"J'he garden-plots with rosea gay, . 

The valley'!^ burning sand. 

Beneath the oak's broad chequered li^aafli 
The heat- vexed kine untended, ' 

’Mid the sere fallen leaves that fai^. 

Or, swooning, droop, and reel am die." 

While silent every peasant cot 
Within the village cluster stands^ 

It seems as if the foe were not 
Advancing on the doomed spot . 

• In overwhelming bauds. 

Yet, on we strode ; our hurtling shells. 

Grill) heralds of ourselves and Death, 

Scorched up the verdure on thy felU, 

The vines upon thy brow, Bazeilles t 
With fiery, Bulphurotis breath. 

On ! with a steady, martial tread. 

Thru* crushed and wasted fields of coni. 

Where here and there a man lies dead 
’Mid his um];f\thered ** daily bread” 

In acres yet unshorn. 

And now th^ village burns amain, 

While the artillery bolts of levin 
Burst«(>’er the church, again — again. 

And bathe the streets in fiery r^igin. 

The spire t.hr:l points t(> r*j[ea ven. 

Now, midwa)^ in the^quaiiit old street, 

The j^enchijian’s war-drum wildly beat 
I’o armi<! — 'J’he youth sprang to their feet, 

Age hobbled from the window seat ; 

To arms ! while bells were pealing. 

They sftot our men from winaow-ledge, 

From loop-hole shelter through the hedge 
They sent our comrades reeling ; 

And, dashing on our serried line, 
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These peasant trainers of the vine. 

With shouts and curses fell. 

They wildly fired, we sternly charged, 

With slau^fhter we were sick ah ! well, 

The gftps in their mad ranks enlarged, 

The number slain we cannot tell ; 

But, mark ! — the deed was none of ours. 

The blame, the misery was theirs, 

Tf> dare God's instrumental pow'rs 
In William’s army i They were ours 
Body and soul, T ween ! 

Why, then, resist thTe right, the might '> 

Why mrm them for a lawless fight 
That never ased have been ? 

Their dead ohoked up the narrow rivad. 

While here and'l^hero a cripple strode 
With blood’^shol^^es and tempels bound. 

To dara oa . . . and to die ! 

And once agiklii beneath the eaves 
Of what had been a cabaret 
We harvested some deathly sheaves ; 

Young men .and maids, whose skirts and .Nloevcs 
Were dyed spritb life-blood gay ; 

Then, lying In a obol green lane, 

We found a lad that bled tow’rd death — c 
We tried to stauneb the crimson rain, 

He tore away the bandage vain, 

Kaised up his handsome face again. 

And cursed us with his breath ! 

And so with one, with all, the same — 

They could not feel thevr souis iv<^rc ours ; 

Their bouses food for German flame 
That surely shrivels and devours. 

No gratitude nor love they knew ! 

'rhey called upon their own in vaiti., 

Tlieir brethren and their sisters jlaiu ; 

And some, with fix’d and upturn’d cyt;,* 

Adjured a Father in the sky— ^ 

As if the God that rules the world, 

And, Heav'n (whence Prussia’s bolts are hurle(j[ !) 
Cared for their bourji'euise ! 

’Twas thus we spoke, in pnde aiit.1 ha.-^'e, 

When mingled blood ran rivels deep, 

When thought and act each other chased. 

And ere remorse had learned to weep 

But one sad sight that met my eye 
Half conquered my philosophy. 

And made my Teuton nature feel 
(Though 1 had deemed my heart of steel) 



O. G. M*GBAB* 


225 


One common natural pang t 
An ag^d woman, bronzed and tall, 

With threatening brow, yet noble air, 
Hespondiug to our challenge call, 

Hushed from her hut, with streaming hair, 
And wild reproacli that rang. 

It rang in my hot ears that day. 

Good Lord ! 'tis ringing in them still ! 

As when she dared our armed array 
To slay or work their will. 

“ A wife ! — a mother see in me I 
My husband, caitiffs ! ye have slain, 

My sons’' twin corses stain the floor 
With drops of blood and gouts of gore ; 

My Ijfother bleeds among the corn — 

I still survive, and yet I scorn 
To yield to such as ye ! 

So' shrieking, with a withering glared 
She raised a musket (levelled well) 

Up to her shoulder, bruised and bare. 

But still with that sad, noble air 
No words can paint or tell — 

“Fire ! — or I fire — I die the last-v- 
My hope, Iny hive, my joy is past ; 

Slay 1— or J slay.” . . . fired, and she 

Reeled forwards in her agony. 

Not gone ! — ah, no ! I raised the head 
That drooped upon her bleeding breast. 

Held her thin hand, and gave her drink, 

And thought to noothe her into rest. 

“ Mother !" 1 murunMred, ooft and low 

(Using her native tongue). . . She sighed. 

Then smiled unutterable things — I know 
She meant topless me ere she died. 

FUNljlpRAL OP THE YEAR. 

Toll ! For the dead old year. 

Prone on his starry bier. 

Su^Uenly paasef* 

Strewh on his breast, dead hours 
Like ghosts wither’d flowers 
^ In dreamy masses, 

With doubts, and hopes, and fears, 
Breathed in now deafen’d ears, 

• Heart-mocking blisses, 

With transient smiles and tears. 

And pain and all his peers, 

Wan, worn-out kisses, 

o 
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Breathe ! windfl, that rise and fall, 

And gently wave the pall 
Whose clond reposes 
Calm on the Death'King's thrall 
With faded roses— 

That i>all a midnight sky 
Stern in its majesty, 

Whose setting stars’ pale rays 
Stream downward through the haze 
In silver tears, 

Blurred to the weeper’s gaze, 

A pallid, fitful blaze, 

Since grief crowns fears. 

Toll 1 He is passing on ! 

Boll Heaven’s diapason 
In mournful thunder, 

And break the silent calm 
With grandly swelling psalm — 

Woe without wonder. 

The gates are won —Fall back ! 

For centuries in the track 

Are pressing on, , 

And a^s of the past 

Their dim eyes towards him cast, 

Their hands extending. 

Blow I winds, the farewell blast ! 

For bier and year have pass'd, 

Both space-wards wending. 

Closed is the wondrous gate — 

Closed bjr the hand of Fate 
Within — the ages serried 
Surround, mayhap, the bier 
And pall of starry tear • * 

Till both be buried ; 

Buried to rise again 

And live — spite spot and stain — 

In JUistory’s pages. 

A memiJry^.^^jJain 

And joy — of Korn and slalb, 

And good and K1 for ages. 

MORNING AT SEA IN THE TROPICS. 

Night waned and wasted, and the fading stars 
Died out like lamps that long survived a feast, 

And the moon, pale with watching, sank to rest 
Behind the cloud-piled ramparts of the main. 
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Yountr, Woonriinj^ in<»rn, crowned witli her bridal wreath, 
lient o’er her mirror clear, the faithful sea. 

And, ^u/.in^ on her loveliness therein, 

Blushed to the brows, till every imaged charm 
Flung roses on the bosom of the wave, 

Then, glancing heavenward, both, they blush’d again, 

As sprung the sun to claim his radiant bride ; 

And sea and sky seem’d but one rose of morn, 

VVliich theiiceforlh grew in glory, and the world 
Shot back her lesser light upon the day, 

While night sped on to seek the sombre shades 
That sleep in silent caves beyond the sea. 

The day grew calmer, hotter, and our barque 
Lay like a sleepitig swan upon a lake, 

AmPsuch soft airs as blew from oft the land 
Brought with them fragrant odours, and we felt 
That orange groves lay blooming ’neath the sun 
Which blazed so tiercely overhead at sea. 

We heard, with fancy’s ear, a distant bell ; 

And thro’ the haze that simmer’d oh the main 
Pictured a purple shore — a convent tower. 

And snowy cols, that from the dark hill-side 
Peep’d forth ’tween plantain-patches at the sky, 

Or suii ed thro’ groves of cocoas on the sea. 

Meauwhdb our ship slid on, with breathing sails 
iM'uughl, With the melody of inurmurM song, 

Such as the ze]diyr chanted to the morn ; 

And showers uf diamonds flashed before tlie prow. 

While -iteriiwards whirl’d, unetriing, pale beads of foam — 
Pearls from the iuoseu'd chaplet of the sea. 

'iVlid these the Haiiie-hriglit naiitilue, that seem’d 
Itself a flow’ret rust upon the j«treaiii, 

Sprtad out its criiusoii sail, and drifteil on. 

Beyond, arose a cloutl (as twere) of birds 
That leapt from out the wave to meet tlie sun, 

Flew a short "urcuit, till their wings grew dry, 

And seaward fell in showers of silver rain. 

’Mid the.se carejer’d the dolphin-squadrons .swift. 

With mail of changeful hue and Iris tints ; 

And lioatiiig slowly on, a sea-flower pass'd, 

A living creature (none the le-i- ^*Aower), 

Thut lives it.s hf% iii love, ai.u tiios for joy, 

(Jumiss'd ’mid myriadj^ in the sapphire sea. 

’PilPJ ISLAND HAVEN. 

(KllOM “MAN IN TllR IRON MASK.”) 

Months ha«i we ploughed the wilderness of waves, 

’I’ho sport of vvind.s poor plaything of the storm. 

Our siiies all imsUtI with scti salt — our sails 

Foil from the yards in shreds — the ropes hung slack, 



228 


MODERN SCOTTISH POETS. 


As landwards tnrned we, like an albatross 
That feels the warningr of an inward wound, 

And seeks the shore in some secluded spot. 
Where he may rest him on the sun-warm’d sand, 
And with bright eye still fixed upon the sea. 

Lie calm, and listen to the wares’ sad song, 

Bow down his head to sleep— or haply die. 


The hay we entered was as sapphire clear. 

Of {)urest water, like a liquid geiu 
Set in a frame of burning yellow sand. 

That seemed as 'twere a broken quoit of gold ; 
And where the break was, there the entrance l^y 
Thro’ which we drifted to our paradise. 

Behind the golden belt^the riven quoit — 

There stood a grove, whose leaves of glossy green 
Weaved a cool canopy o*er greener turf. 

Whereon bright hosts of tropic flowers reposed, 
While far beyond, and stretching inland, rose 
A forest weird and dense, whose loftier houghs 
Gave sanctuary to the bright-plumed birds, 

And shadow to the brutes that fear’d not man, 
And coolness thro* the mid-day heat to all, 


The snn from heaven sent kisses to the sea, 

The strand, the grove, the sombre forest scene. 

While the wave, dimpled with a dreamy smile, 

Kissed tremblingly and glad the golden shore, 

Which thereat smiled back all the love again 
Upon the gentle Naiad in its anus ; 

And all the bright-eyed fiowers glanced up to heaven. 
And all the trees stretch’d down their mossy arms. 

To touch the turf and bless the bloom thereon. 

With loving, wond’rous, self-taught aynpathy. 


Meanwhile we anchor’d near the golden sands. 
And feasted each and every one on joy, • • 

And gazing ou thair^ene with all.,our eyes. 

Pass’d on unconscioustjrfroin noon>o night, 

When sudden burst upon ourddissful minds 
The stars sown broadcast ou the fields of heaven, 
The purpled hemisphere, whose silvery orTfS 
Beam’ll love upon us in our new-found rest, 

And kissed earth, air, and sea, till all was peace. 
Then came the cricket's chirp, the night-bird’s song. 
The ripple on the soft, star-silver'd beach. 

And music of the breeze amid the boughs. 
Murmured unoe more, and soothed us all to sleep. 
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ADAM LINDSAY GORDON. 

M ITH a magnificent territory, unencumbered 
with obstructions, with unrestrained freedom, 
and with balmy sunshine nearly all the year round, 
the young Australian takes instinctively to the saddle, 
anrl becomes as splendid a horseman as the world can 
produce. If any man has incited the love of eques- 
trianism in our Southern Colonies, and imparted a 
poetic and even romantic tint to the rude generalities 
of remote station life, assuredly it was the late Adam 
Lindsay Gordon. The poet’s career was a stirring and 
a stormy one, and it had a tragic termination. His 
personal history is involved in much obscurity, and he 
left behind but few indications whereby we might 
have augmented our knowledge of his antecedental 
history. The; only one who has hitherto striven to 
pierce the mystery of Gordon's life is Mr Alexander 
Sutherland (of Scottish extraction, as his name suffi- 
ciently indicates), Principal of Carlton College, a 
private scholastic institution in Melbourne. Amongst 
his many contributions to Australian literature were a 
series of articles on Eminent Australasians,” which 
appeared in a monthly serial edited by Peter Mercer, 
D.D., and in the number for April, 1885, he supplied 
a biographical skefch and criticism of Gordon, w^hich is 
the fullest accouii^ryet given of the poet — for the pre- 
fatory i^te to his poems, by the late Marcus Clarke, is 
very meagre. Froip that source, as well as from 
newspaper reports und private information, w^e have 
compiled the materials fbr this memoir. 

Adam Lindsay Gordon was the son of an Aberdeen- 
shire military officer, who had been in the East India 
Company’s sorvioe for many years, and who, in failing 
health, returned to Britain, and was appointed Pro- 
fessor of Oriental Languages at Cheltenham Public 
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School. The poet was bom in 1828, at the Azores 
Islands accordint^ to one account, but most probably in 
India. He Avas brou<:^ht up in England, and educated 
under the care of his father. As he was intended for 
the army, he was sent to Woolwich to undergo the 
customary preparatory training, but he was thought- 
less, and, being concerned in some betting transaction 
and disturbance, he was expelled. I’his was a great 
pity, as the military service lost a splendid soldier in 
Gordon. He was sent to Glasgow University, and 
visited his relations in Scotland. He also sjrent some 
time at Oxford University, but, instead of pursuing 
his studies, he was known as a dashing stce])]cchase 
rider, although he imbibed, in a desultory way, enough 
of the ancient classical literature to turn to good 
account in his poetry afterwards. His father, sorely 
grieved at some horse-betting escapade he was engaged 
in, sent the future poet out to South Australia in 18t53, 
and he arrived at Adelaide when twenty- five years of 
age, 

Gordon joined the police force of mounted troopers. 
There was a gold escort then between the Mount 
Alexander Diggings (in Victoria) and Adelaide, and 
the free life in the open air, campiiigs-out in lonely 
places, and hunting after' bush-rangers, suited his bold, 
innate love of adventure; but when the escort was 
abolished, and he had to attend to {iie odious nmtine 
of a policenian^s duty in a rowd'y town, his Sf)ul 
revolted at the change, and he longed for a, release. 
The change came wwth^je sudd^muess of an electric 
shock, for an arrogant sergeant of police having ordered 
Gordon to brush his boots, tl?e indignant poet flung 
the boots at the head of his siiperior ohiccr, and left 
the detested service. He tlien began business as a 
horsebreaker, and bis feats of horsemaiishi]) became 
famous even in that etjuine country. One of liis 
break-neck jumps on horseback near Gawler (a town 
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in South Australia) is shown to this day as “Gordon’s 
Leap” A number of admirers have recently erected 
a monument near the spot in appreciation of his 
daring and of his celebrity as an Australian minstrel. 
He had a severe fall in mastering a vicious horse, and 
lay several weeks in a little inn in the hamlet of Robe, 
where he vras assiduously waited on by a servant girl 
named Park. The grateful poet married the girl, and 
they lived very happily together. Gordon had one 
poetic peculiarity, which Mr Sutherland describes : — 
“ When •he had a holiday he would get down to the 
rocky coast, and from some high perch look out on the 
beautiful perspective of headland after headland melt- 
ing among the clouds on the far horizon. After 
watching in absolute loneliness, as the changing day 
brought those fascinating changes, he would return 
home and steal away to bed, so that the spell of the 
day might softly merge in slumber rather than be 
rudely broken by the commonplace thoughts and 
topics of ordinary existence.” 

In 1 864 the whole tenor of his life was altered by 
the new’s that reached him from the home country. 
His father had died in 1857, and his mother in 1860, 
but he knew nothing of it, as he had resolutely con- 
cealed his whereabouts, and never corresponded with 
his relatives. As £7000 had been bequeathed to him, 
the lawyers maae’inquiries. He was discovered, and 
received the mo.^y. He then purchased land and 
racehorses, and the people of the district elected him 
a member* of the Legislature. He made several 
speeches, which Mr Sutherland characterises as “eccen- 
tric jumbles of Latin ’cfliotations and passages of fiery 
but ill-judg 0 « eloquence,” which were utterly w^asted 
u])on the ovine and bovine legislators of that province. 
He did not tfeek re-election, and his land speculations 
proved unfortunate, so that he was obliged to mort- 
gage them and leave the place. He ultimately bought 
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a livery stable business at BalLarat, but he was not 
qualified for the details of this drudgery ; therefore, on 
receiving a sum of money from Britain, he paid off his 
debts, quitted the job, and went to reside in Melbourne. 
He began literary life, and published his first volume 
of verse — “Sea Spray and Smoke Drift” — in 1867, 
and in the same year “ Ashtaroth,” a dramatic poem. 
He went on a visit to a “brither Scot,” Mr Riddoch, a 
squatter at Yallum, in South Australia, and it was 
while there that his best poems were written. Our poet 
returned to Melbourne, and took lodgings in«^a fisher- 
man’s house near Brighton Beach, ten miles distant, 
frequently walking in and out to Melbourne. Gordon 
trained horses for races, and occasionally rode them. 
At last news came that an estate in Scotland had been 
left to him by a relative, and on the strength of this 
windfall he borrowed £30 from a money-lender. His 
last and best publication — “ Bush Ballade and Gallop- 
ing Rhymes” — was being printed, when the mail 
brought intelligence that the estate (worth £2000 a 
year) could not be legally his. This was a disastrous 
blow to poor Gordon. He had to meet his £30 loan, 
and pay the printer, and was unable to do either. 
In despair he wandered about the streets of Melbourne, 
until he met another poet — the late Henry Clarence 
Kendall. Both bards were in straits, and it Avas as 
much as they could accomplish to have a drink and a 
talk together in a tavern. In thi^ fateful colloquy 
Gordon divulged to his friend the failure of hisi hopes, 
and his determination to commif suicide. Kendall 
strongly dissuaded him, and urged Aim to bear up for 
the sake of his wife. Gordon Wd his wife would be 
provided for, and as all bis children were liead, and his 
hopes crushed, he did not see the use of living. On 
the morning of the 24th June, 1870, «he left his 
cottage, with his rifle in hand, for a saunter along the 
beach, and deliberately shot himself. From the posi- 
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tion in which his body was foiind, he must have 
seated himself on tlie ground, and placing the butt of 
the rifle firmly in the sand, between his feet, put the 
muzzle to his mouth, and with a forked twig touched 
the trigger and thus exploded the charge. Such w'as 
the melancholy close of the career of one much beloved 
in Australia. His “ Bush Ballads ** will preserve his 
memory green while our language lives, while many of 
his descripjtive pieces are enough of themselves to give 
him a high name in poesy. 

• 

DEATH OF ACHILLES. 

Am T waking? wan I sleeping? 

DeareHt, are you watching yet? 

Traces on your cheeks of weeping 
Glitter, ’tis in Tain yon fret ; 

Drifting ever ! drifting onward ! 

In the glass the bright sand runs 
Sti^adily and slowly downward. 

Hush'd are all the myrmidons. 

D.jylight fades ami night must follow, 

Low, where sea and sky combine, 

Drofips the orb <»f great Apollo, 

Hostile god to me and mine. 

Through the tent’s wide entrance streaming. 

In a flood of glory rare. 

Glides the golden sunset, gleaming 

On your golden, gleaming hair. 

• « 

Many for peace and riches. 

Length of days and life of ease ; 
i have sought for one thing, which is 
Fairer ii;jto me than these. 

Often, too, I’ve heard the story, 

In my hoyhi^^od, of the doom 
Which the Fates assigned me — glory 
Coupled with an early tomb. 

S«iM’ft assault and sudden sally, 

Uuderneath the Trojan wall ; 

Charge, and counter-charge, and rally. 

War-cry loud and trumpet call ; 
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Doubtful Btrain of cleBperate battle, 

Cut .‘tnd thrust and trrapple fiwrco, 
Swords that rin^ on shields that rattle, 
BladeH that gash, and darts that ] tierce. 

I have done with these for ever, 

By the loud res^^nnding sea, 

Where the reedy javelins quiver. 

There is now no place tor me. 

Day by day our ranks diminish, 

We ate falling day by day. 

But our eons the strife will finish, 

Where man tarries man must slay. 

Tiife, ’tis said, to all men sweet is, 

Death to all must bitter be ; 

Wherefore thus, oh, mother Thetis’ 

None can baffle Jove*H deoiee. 

I am ready, I am willing. 

To resign my stormy life, 

Weary of this long blood^spilling, 

Sated with this ceaseless .strife. 

Shorter doom I’ve pictured dimly. 

On a bed of crimson sand, 

Fighting hard and dying grimly, 

Silent Ups and striking hand ; 

But the toughest lives are brittle, 

And the bravest and the best 
Lightly fall — it matters little. 

Now, I only long for rest. 

Dry those violet orbs that glisten, 

Darling, T have had my day, 

Place your hand in mine, and listepu, • 

Ere the strong soul cleaves its way 
Through the death-mist hovering TTSer me. 
As the stout ship cleaves the wave, 

To my fathers gone before nte — 

To the gods who love the hra v ’• 

Courage, we must part for 6eHain, 

Shades that sink and shades tiiat rise,*, 
Blending in a shroud-like curtain, 

Gather o*er those weary eyes ; 

OVr the fields we used to roam, in «> 
Brighter days and lighter cheer. 

Gathers thus the quiet gloaming — 

Now, T tveeu, the end is near. 
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For the liJind that clasps your finders, 
Closing ill the death-^rip tij^ht, 

Soarcely feels the warmth that lirifcers, 
Scarcely heeds the pressure lif^ht ; 

While tlie failing; pulse that alters, 
Chan^inf? ’neath a death chill, damp, 
Flickers, flutters, flaps, and falters, 

Feebly, like a waning lamp. 

Slowly, while your amber tresses 
Shower down their golden rain, 

Let me drink those last caresses, 

Never to be felt again ; 

Yet the Elysian halls are spacious, 
Somewhere near me I may keep 
Room —who knows ? — the gods are gracious 
Lay me lower — let me sleep ! 

Lower yet, my senses wander, 

And my spirit seems to roll 
With the tide of swift Bcamander, 

Rushing to a viewless goal. 

Tn my ears, like distant washing 
Of the surf upon the shore, 
l>roneR a murmur, faintly splashing, 

’'Pis the sound of Charon’s oar » 

Lf>wcr yet, nay own Briseis, 

Denser shadows veil the light ; 

Hush ! wliat is to be, to be is, 

Close my eyes and say, “ Good night.*’ 
Lightly Ky your red lips, kissing. 

On tins cold mouth, while your thumbs 
Lie on these cold eye-lids ]>re8Bing — 
Fal’ji‘*! 'I'll us thy soldier conies ! 


tlOVV WE BEAT THE FAVOURITE. 

^ m 

m » 

“ Ay, said o;iI Stevens, “they hack him at evens, 

The race is all ov^r, shouting, they say ; 

The Clown rmglit to beat h«’r, Dick Neville is sweeter 
Than evei^lie swears he can win all the way. 

“A gentleman rider — well, Fm an outsider. 

But if he’f A gciit, who the mischiefs a jock? 

You swells mostly l-lunder, Dick rides for the fdimder. 

He rides, too, like thunder -be sits like a ro^. 
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** He calls ‘ hunted fairly * a horse that has barely 
Been stripp’d for a trot within si((ht of the hounds — 

A horse that at Warwick beat Birdlime and Yorick, 

And ^ave Abdelkader at Aintree nine pounds. 

** They say we have no test to warrant a protest, 

Dicic ritWs for a lord and Rtan<^ls in with a steward. 

The light of their faces they show him his case is 
Prejudged, and his verdict already secured. 

But none can outlast her, and few travel faster, 

She strides in her work clean away from the Drag ; 

You hold her and sit her, she couldn’t he fitter, 

Whenever you hit her she’ll spring like a stag. 

And perhaps the green jacket, at odds though they back it, 
May fall, nr theres no knowing what may turn up ; 

The mare is quite ready, sit still nnd ride steady. 

Keep cool — and I think yon may just win the Cup f ” 

Dark brown with tan muzzle, just stripp’d for the tussle, 
Stood Iseult, arching her neck to the curb, 

A lean head and hery, strong quarters and wiry, 

A loin rather light, but a shotilder superb. 

Some parting injunction, bestowed with great unction, 

I tried to recall, hut foi^ot like a dunce, 

When Reginald Murray, full tilt on White Surrey, 

Came down in a hurry to start us at once. 

“ KeeT* hack in the yellow ! Come up on Othello ! 

Hold hard on the chestnut ! Turn round on the Drag ! 
Keep back there on Spartan ! Back you, sir, in tartan 1 
So, steady there, easy,”— and down went the flag. 

I 

We started, and Kerr made strong running on Mermaid, 
Through furrows that led to the first stak^klid-houiid. 

The crack, half extended, look’d hloodlike and splendid. 

Held wide on the right where the headland was souhcl. 

I ^lled hard to baffle her rush with the snaffle, 

Before her two-thirds of the field got^u.'w'ay, 

All through the wet pasture where floods of the lasfc^vear 
Still loitered, they clotted my crimson with clay. 

The fourth fence (a wattle) floor’d Monk and Bluebottle, 

The Drag came to grief at the blackthorn and ditch ; 

The rails toppled over Redoubt and Red Rover, 

The lane stopped Lycurgus and Leicestershire Witch. 
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She passed like an arrow Kildare and Cockaparrow, 

And Mantrap and Mermaid refused the stone wall ; 

And Giles on The Greyliiig came down at the paling. 

And I was left sailing in front of them all. 

I took them a burster, nor eased her, nor nursed her 
Until the Black Bullfinch led into the plough, 

And through the strong bramble we bored with a scramble — 
My cap was knock’d off by a hazel-tree bough. 

Where furrows looked lighter 1 drew the rein tighter ; 

Her dark chest all dappled with Hakes of white foam, 

Her Hanks inud-bespattered, a weak rail she shattered — 

We landed on turf with our heads turn’d for home. 

Then crashed a low binder, and just close behind her 
The sward to the strokes of ** the favourite " shook ; 

His rush roused her mettle, yet ever so little 
She shorten'd her stride as we raced at the brook. 

She rose when 1 hit her ; I saw the stream glitter, 

A wide scarlet nostril Hashed close to my knee— 

Between sky and water The Clown came and caught her, 

Tjie space l:hat he cleared was a caution to see. 

And forcing the ruuniug— discarding all cunning— 

A length to the front went the rider in green ; 

A lung strip of stubble, and then the big double, 

Two stiff flights of rails, with a quickset between. 

She raised at the rasper, 1 felt iny knees grasp her, 

I found my hands give to her strain on the bit ; 

She rose when The Clown did — our silks as we bounded 

> Brush’d lightly, our stirrups clash'd loud as we lit. 

« 

A rise steeply slopi^ a fence with stone coping — 

« The last — we diverged round the base of the hill ; 

His ^th was the nearer, his leap was the clearer, 

1 ^ggtl up the straight, and be led sitting still. 

• m 

She came to his quarter, and on still I brought her. 

And up to his girth, his breast-plate she drew ; 

A short prayer from Neville just reached me— “The Devil,” 

He mutter’d ; lock’d level the hurdles we Hew. 

A hum of hoarse cheering, a dense crowd careering. 

All sights seen obscurely, all shouts vaguely heard — 

“ The green wins 1” “ The crimson 1" The multitude swims on. 
And figures are blended and features are blurr'd. 
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“ The horse is her master !’* “ The ^reen forges past her !” 
“The Clown will outlast her !” ‘‘The Clown wins !” “Th< 
Clown !’’ 

The whitt* railing races, with all the white faces— 

The chestnut outpaces, outstretches the brown. 

On still past the gateway, she strains in the straight way, 

.Still struggles — “The Clown by a short neck at most 
He swerves, the green scourges, the stand rocks and surges. 

And flashes, and verges, and flits the white post. 

Ay ! so ends the tussle — 1 knew the tan muzzle 
Was first, though the ringmen were yelling — “ Dead heat !” 

A nose I could swear by, but Clarke said— “ The mare by 
A short head.” And that's how “ the fav4>urite ” was'oeat. 


THE RtDE FROM THE WRECK. 

“'rum out boys r’— “ What’s up with our super to-night ? 

The man’s mad ; two hours to daybreak, I'd swear — 

Stark mad ! Why, there isn’t a glimmer of light.” 

“ Take Bolingbroke, Alec ; give Jack the young tnare ; 

Look sharp ! — a lai'ge vessel lies jamm’d in the reef. 

And many on board still, and some washed on shore. 

Ride straight with the news— they may send some relief 
From the township ; and we — we can do little more. 

You, Alec, you know the near cuts ; you can cross 
The *>^agarloaf ’ ford with a scraiidde, I think. 

Don’t spare the blood filly, nor yet the blauk horse ; 

Should the wind rise, God help them I the ship will soon .sink. 
Old Peter’s away down the paddock to drive 
The nags to the stockyard as fast as he can — 

A life and death matter ; so, lads, look alive !” — 

Ifalf-dressed in the dark, to the stockyard we ran. 

There was bridling with hurry, and .saddling with haste, 
Confusion and cursing for lack of a mooir=^ 

“ Be cjuiok with these buckles — we've no time to wa.ste 
“Mind the mare ; she can use her hind legs to Hi>me<itunb 
“ xVlake sure of the crossing- place — ^strike tke old track. 

They’ve fenced <>fr the new <»ne. Look out for the hole.s 
Ou the wombat hills.” “ Down with tlif^>dip-rails ; htand back !’ 
“ And ride, boys, the pair of y^m, ride for your souls !” 

In the low branches, heavily laden with dew, 

In the long grasses, spoiling witli deadwuod that d/ny, 

Where the blackwood, the ho.'C, an<l the bastard oak grew. 
Between the tall guin-tree-» we gallop’d away — 

We crossed a low range sickly scented with musk 
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From wattle-tree blossom ; we skirted a lOMrsh — 

Then the dawn faintly dappled with orange the dusk, 

And pealed overhead the jay*s laughter-note harsh, 

And shot the first sunstreak heliiud us, and soon 
The dim, dewy uplands were dreamy with light ; 

And full on our left flashed the reedy lagoon. 

And sharply *‘The Sugarluaf *' reared on our right. 

A Hinothereil curse broke through the bushiuan*s orown beard, 
Jde turned in his saddle, his briok-coloured cheek 
Flushed feebly with sundawn ; said — ** Just what 1 fear’d — 
Last fortnight’s late rainfall has flooded the creek.” 

Black Bolingbroke snorted, and stood on the brink 
One instant^ then deep in the dark, sluggish swirl 
Plunged headlong ! 1 saw the horse suddenly sink, 

Till rotf nd the man’s armpits the wave seemed to curl. 

We followed-— one cold shock, and deeper we sank 
Thau they did, and twice tried the landing in vain ; 

The third struggle won it — straight up the steeh bank 
We stagger'd, then out on the skirts of the plain. 

The stockrider. Aloe, at starting had got 
The lead, and had kept it throughout ; ’twas his hoast 
That through thickest of scrub he could steer like a shot. 

And the black horse was counted the best on the coast. 

The mare ha(t been awkward enough in the dark— 

She was eager aud headstrong, and barely half broke ; 

She had had me too close to a big stringy bark. 

And had made a near thing of a crooked sbeoak ; 

But now on the open, lit up by the morn, 

She flung the white foam-fiakes from nostril to neck, 

And chased him — I hatless, with shirt-sleeves all torn 
(For he may ride ragge<i who rides from a wreck). 

And faster aud faster across the wide heath 

We rode till we raced. Then 1 gave her her head. 

And she — stretching out with the bit in her teeth — 

8he caught him, outpaced him, and passed him, arid led. 

We near’d the new.Ssjace— we were wide of the track ; 

•1 look’d right and left — she had never been tried 
At a s^ilf leap. ’ I’was little he cared on the black— 

** You'reT more than a mile from the gateway," he cried. 

I hung to her head, tiTuched her flank Vith the spurs 
(In the red streak of rail not the ghost of a gap) ; 

She shortened her long %TW>ke, bhe pricked her sharp ears, 

She flunj^t behind her with hardly a rap. 


She led, and as oft as he came to her side 
She loiik Uie bit free, ami untiring as yet ; 

Her neck wa'< arch’d double, her nostrils were wide, 
And the tips ufiher tapering ears nearly met. 
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** You’rft lighter than I am,” said Alec, at last ; 

**The horse Ih dead heat, and the mare isn’t blown ; 

She must be a good one — ride on and ride fast, 

You'know your way now ** — bo I rode on alone. 

Over the wasteland and under the wood. 

By down and by dale, and by fell and by Hat, 

She gallop’d, and here in the stirrups I stood 
To ease her, and there in the saddle 1 sat 
To steer her. We suddenly struck the red loam 

Of the track near the troughs — then she reeled on the rise- 
Froin her crest to her croup covered over with foam. 

And blood-red her nostrils, and blood-shot her eyes ; 

A dip in the dell where the wattle fire bloomed, 

A bend round a bank that had shut out the view, « 

Large framed in the mild light the mountain had loomed, 
With a tall, purple peak bursting out from the blue. 

I pulled her together, I press’d her, and she 
Shot down the decline to the Company’s yard, 

And on by ^^he paddocks ; yet under my knee 

I could feel her heart thumping the saddle Haps hard 
Yet a mile and another, and now we were hear 
The goal, and the Helds and the farms flitted past, 

And ’twixt the two fences I turned with a cheer — 

For a green, grass-fed mare ’twas a far thing and fast ; 

And, labourers, roused by her galloping hoofs, 

Saw bare-headed rider and foam-sheeted steed ; 

And shone the white walls and the slate-coloured roofs 
Of the township ; 1 steadied then — I had need. 

Where stood the old chapel, where stands the new church 
(Since chapels to churches have changed in that town), 

A short sidelong stagger, a long forward lurch, 

A slight choking sob— and the mare had gone down. 

1 slipp’d off the bridle, I slackened the girth, 

I ran on and left her, and told them my n^w** ; 

I saw her soon afterward^ — what was she worth ? 

How much for her hide? — she bad nev&r^oru shoes. 
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SONG OF THE SURF, 

White Bteedt) of ocean, that leap with a hollow and wearisome 
roar 

On the bar of ironstone steep, not a fathom’s length from the 
shore, 

Is there never a seer nor sophist can interpret your wild refrain. 

When speech the harshest and roughest is seldom studied in vain ? 

My ears are constantly smitten by that dreary monotone, 

In a hieroglyphic ’tis written — 'tis spoken in a tongue unknown ; 

Gathering, growing, and swelling, and surging, and shivering— 
say I 

What is the tale you are telling? What is the drift of your lay ; 

• 

You come, and your crests are hoary with the foam of your 
countless years ; 

You break, with a rainbow of glory, through the spray of your 
glittering tears ; 

Is your song a song of gladness ? — a psean i>f joyous might ? 

Or a wail of discordant sadness for the wrongs you never can 
right ? 

For the empty neat by the ingle ? for children reft of their sire ? 

For the bride sitting sad, and single, and pale by the flickering 
fire ? • 

For your ravenous pools of suction ? for your shattering billow 
swell I 

For your ceaseless work of destruction ? for your hunger insatia- 
able ? 


Nut far from this very place, on the sand and the shingle dry, 

He lay, with his batter d face upturne*! to the fi owning sky ; 
When your water’s wash’d and swell’d high over his drowning 
head, 

When hib nostrils and lungs were filled, when his feet and hands 
were as lead, ' 

When against the rockjje was hurl’d and suck’d again to the sea, 
On the shores of another world, on the brink of eternity, 

On the )(erge of annihilation, dhl it come to that swimmer strong. 
The sudden Interpretation of your mystical, weird-liko song ! 

** Mortal ! that which thonkasketh, ask not thou of the waves : 
Fool ! thou foolishly taskest us — we are only slaves ; 

Might, more* .flighty, impels us — we must our lot fulfil ; 

He who gathers and swells us curbs us, tuo, at His will. 

Think-'st thou |he wave that shatters questioneth His decree ? 
Little to us it matters, and nought it matters to thee. 

Not tbiaB, murmuring idly, we from our <lnty would swerve, 

Over the world spread widely ever we labour and serve, ’’ 
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JOHN RAE. 

the most prolific writer in Australia, is a 
native of Aberdeenshire, and he emigrated to the 
Colony of Victoria in 1851, shortly after the gold 
discoveries. He is a schoolmaster by profession, and 
was stationed near the City of Sandhurst (formerly 
known as Bendigo). He wiis teacher in that district 
until about 1884, when he was appointed head teacher 
of the Sandridge or Port Melbourne State* Scliool, 
which position he still worthily retains. Mr Uae’s 
first public appearance as a poet was in 1860, when he 
competed for a prize offered by the Courunn na Fieunc 
Society of Geelong — a confraternity of Highland 
settlers, and won it. Mr Rae^s verses were patriotic, 
thoroughly Scotch in sentiment, and brimful of that 
amor patrm so characteristic of the expatriated Scot. 
His sons, who are printers, having purchased the 
North Melbourne Advei'tiser in 1881, he contributed 
numerous poems and a story of the struggle of 1745, 
entitled “ The Shield and Banner Won ; or the Crown 
of England Lost.” This, with several poems, was 
printed in book form in 1882. The hero and heroine 
of the story are Allan Cameron Jind Mary Caiiipbell 
Macleod, and the recital of their prowess against the 
Georgian soldiery gave mortal offence to a number of 
English residents, who deemed ‘^IIBir country to ,be 
vilified when “ Highland savages ” were represented to 
have discomfited their countrymen. Mr Ilae\s sons 
attempted to dissipate the prejudice by explaining that 
it was the Lowland soldiery, aiici not the invincible 
English that were made miuco-meat of by tke conquer- 
ing Camerons, but the John Bulls wore incensed. 
Mr Rac inscribed a manly defence of Hkj maligned 
Higlilanders, which showed tliat he was a man of 
quick sympathies and waiin imagination. Our poet 
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also wrote for the same paper another story, entitled 
“ Stanley (xordon,” narrating the adventures of an 
Aberdeenshire lad during the Peninsular war at the 
beginning of this century. He likewise collected his 
numerous poetic. contributions, and published them in 
1885 as “ Cliirp^j by an Australian Sparrow.” All Mr 
Ilae’s pieces inculcate sound morality, and have a 
healthy tendency. His narrative is simple, his mean- 
ing clear, and tlie moral he conveys is judiciously 
given, and frequently happily expressed. He is a hale 
and vigorous man — a leal-hearted Scotchman, as his 
writings unmistakably evince. 

NOTHING BUT PICTURES. 

Far away on an isle to the weat of Arf^le, 

Where the ocean keepa heavinji: and swelling;, 

There lived a poor toiler called Alister Lyle, 

And hib home was a fisherman’s dwelling. 

The Wind and the tide were so often ahead 
That Alister scarcely was able 
To gather enough to buy clothing and btead, 

And to frighten the wolf from his table. 

liis only son Ronald saw what a hard lot 
Was a fisher man's poor situation, 

So out to Australia his passage he wrought, 

And Hourinh’d beyond expectation. 

Within a few seasons his father was dead, 

His mother knew hunger and sorrow— 

Some dr ys /die had scarcely a morsel of bread, 

And no hop^of any to-niorrow. 

The pastor, who knew of this widow’s distress, 

• ^)ft call'd to afford consolation, 

He saw in her^lwelling and read in her face 
Deep sorrow and sad isolation ; 

The mail liad b]R little, yet kindly he shared, 

Which maile the old creatine feel better, 

He Tasked if she knew how iter Ronald hud fared, 
if he had sent her a letter, 

“ Ob, yes ! he has often sent letters to me, 

And about them L'rn full of con.jectiires ; 

The letters are good and quite pleasant to see, 

But witfiiii them there’s nothing hut picturca / 
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I’m poor— very poor — which I ought not to be, 

My Ronald deservea all our strictures — 

For why does he only send letters to me, 

While in them there’s nothing but pictures V* 

My good Mistress Lyle, would you just let me see 
These pictures you speak of already— 

Why, bless me I they're drafts on the Bank of Portree, 

And you are as rich as a lady ! 

Here have you been living in hunger and care. 

And thinking your wants were unheeded, 

While right in your hand you had riches to spare 
To boy every comfort you needed. 

** Your case is a sample of many below. 

Who, tho' they have money laid by them. 

Are poor as a mouse on the cold winter snow. 

And true friends can never get nigh them ; 

But far worse than those are the people who die. 

As poor as the sheep that are driven, 

While right in their hands is a treasure to boy — 

A home and a kingdom in heaven.” 

THOUGHTS ON LORNB BEACH.* 

By sweet Loutit Bay. on a fresh breezy day, 

1 watched the waves rash to the strand — 

One follow'd the other in martial array, 

Till it broke with a roll on the sand ; 

As each rolling wave fell again to its grave 
My heart seemed to heave with emotion. 

The unceasing sea in its waves was to me 
The dawn of Eternity’s ocean. 

As each rolling crest cast the foam oVr its breast, 

And threw up its portion of spray, 

I thought that the sea ^oite exhadived would be. 

And ages must wear it away ; 

But far as my eye in the distance oould spy , • 

1 saw but the waves’ swelling mi>tion, 

And felt that the sea was as boundless to me 
As the depth of Eternity’s ocean. 

What is life ? is a question five thousand yearn old, 

And answered by thousands of sages — 

A vapour, a shadow, a tale that is told, 

A speck in the midst of the ages ; 

*Lorne is a favourite sea-sule resort of Victorians during the summer. 
Loutit Bay is named in honour of .Malcolm Loutit, aa early settler, hailing 
from Caithness. 
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Ab I look'd on the sea, so untiring and free, 

My heart wildly thrill'd with the notion 
That life is a wave which breaks over the grave, 

And falls into Eternity's ocean. 

A wave of the sea, when its spray has beeis^loss’d. 

Falls back to the ocean that sent it. 

So life is a spark that can never be loat-^ 

It returns to the ocean that lent It. 

When time shall have roll'd its last wave on the shore, 

And the earth disappear in commotion, 

That spark shall endure, and will ahine evermore 
In the skies of eternity's ocean. 

THE MUCKLE SNAW-BA*. 

A honnie little laddie, as he toddled thro* the snaw, 

A thocht cam’ in his busy brain to mak' a muckle ba’ ; 

He gript a bittie in his nieve, an' syne to wark began, 

An’ as he row’d it ower and ower it gather'd as it ran ; 

At first, for fear o’ dingin’t doon, he row'd it ower wi’ care. 

But soon it grew that, though he pech'd, he couldna turn itmair ; 
For heat he stanripit his cauld feet, an* ga'e his thooms a blaw ; 
Wi* hauns an^ pow he tried to row his muckle roun' snaw-ba'. 

Ance mair he tried wi’ a* his luicht, but proved his pith in vain, 
s^o then he thocht he wad gang roun' an’ rowe it back again ; 

But when it wadna budge a bit, thn' he fooht like a man. 

His wee haiiiis on his breist he cross’d, an’ sae to think began— 

“ Gin thus the warl' is t<i be made, by little an’ wi’ care. 

I’ll turn it ower wi’ eydent haiin, an’ try to mak' it mair ; 

Ape onward shall my motto be — 1 winna turn ava’, 

I shauna try to shove it back as I did this big ba’. 

Gin cares that Ro.iie fowk say there are snd offer to come in, 

I'll kick them wi’ my sturdy fit as suue as they begin ; 

I’ll sen' them spinniri i' the air, an' lauch them clean awa’. 

I'll never let them grow sae big as I’ve this muckle ba’. 

As usSlcssKsare male’s he'rts grow sair, then care I’ll never loe, 
An’ gin my joys sud be but short, my sorrows may be few ; 

I'll mak the best o’ what I get, though it snd be but sma’. 

An’ while I live I’ll miniiupon my muckle cauld snaw-ba'.’* 

SHADOWS. 

I’m looking at the shadows as they flit across my brain. 

And I’m thinking of the faces I shall never see again ; 

I’m working till the Master, who knows what way is best. 

Shall bid me ceas^ from labour, and from trouble be at rest. 
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T view each thinjf arournl me with a kind and lovin" eye, 

For some day very shortly I must bid them all ^^ood-hye ; 

They are but Hitting sha«iow», the creatures of a day 
'L'hat shortly fade and wither, like Hnwers among the hay. 

[ never h>ved a mortal hut I found them made of clay, 

Nor leaned to earthly comforts but I found them each give way ; 
I may take up tlif pitcher to drink what I require, 

Blit it is dashed in pieces when T the cup admire. 

Which bids me set affection on things that are above, 

P'or earthly things are taken, and taken, too, in love ; 

We murmur at bereavement, at loss we are distressed. 

But we will learn shortly that all is for the best. 

When dear ones have been taken our hearts go out in prayer 
That we may rise to heaven and find our treasures there ; 

Thus we think less of riches and friendships here helow, 

Because we find them vanish like shadows on the snow. 

Our fritnds are <mly strangers as through the world we ronm— 
Their passing shadows tell us that this is not our home, 

But in the great Creator there is no change whatever, 

Ilis love. His word. His power to save, shall he the same for ever. 


JOHN CURLE PATERSON 

M as born at Ayr about 1823, and was trained 
as a compositor in the Ayr Advertiser office 
His uncle (as we surmise) was the celebrated James 
Paterson, well known as a <rcuealoj^ist and antiquary, 
and author of a number of works ilmStrative of Scottish 
literature. In a memoir of Alexando' Crawford, i)rc- 
fixed to an edition of “The Hnntly (basket*” (1<^61), 
James Paterson makes the intore.stiuf> admission that 
in 1823 he was a “typo” in fi»e office of the Ayr 
Courier^ and that he corrected the proofs of^Jrawford’s 
tales, which were first jirinted in that office. John 
Curie Paterson, when only tuenty-one years of a^e, 
published at Glasgow, in 1845, “A Lay of Life, and 
other poems,” which was favourably received and 
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frequently copied in the leading publications of his 
native country, the poem, “My Mother,” having been 
admitted into OhamleniB Journal. Mr Paterson emi- 
grated to tlie colony of Victoria during the era of the 
gold fever (1852-3), and took to journalism at once. 
It is indeed questionable whether he ever handled the 
“ stick-and-rule ” in the colonies ; but he always had a 
kindly feeling for the craft, and frequently intimated 
tr) colonial printers that he was an old “ comp.” him- 
self. Concerning his early career in the colony but 
little its known. It is presumed that he acted along 
with his brother Kobert as a reporter and correspon- 
dent for the press. His ability was so conspicuous 
that Mr Edward Wilson, the able a: id energetic con- 
ductor of the Melbourne ArguB^ secured his services as 
reporter, and afterwards appointed him its commercial 
editor. In 1862 he was selected as Argus Special 
OommissioiKjr, his mission being to visit every gold- 
field in the colonies of Victoria and New South Wales, 
and to re])ort upon tlieir progress and prospects. This 
task bo faithfully performed, in a series of articles, 
[Peasant ly written yet teeming with statistical facts 
and figuj'es. On severing his connection (about 1874) 
Avitfi this newspaper, on which he had been principal 
]*arlianientary reporter for many years, the proprietary 
presented him with a handsome testimonial. He sub- 
sequently conducted for a short time Melbourne 
a satirical ' jaddieation, and then crossed Port 
Mhilli,|;j L)a\ to the town ot (ieelong, where he edited 
the daily A(lirriisa\ He next went to Tasmania, and 
edited tlio Mail, a JIoV)art newspaper; but he eventu- 
ally returned to Melbourne, and edited the Evening 
Express. , This experiment in journalism failed, 
and Patoison removed to the colony of New Zealand. 
Me was ed’rtor in succession of the Wellington Independ- 
ent^ the Nelson Colonist, and other papers ; but the 
continuous stiliin upon his intellect shattered his 
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frame and brought on paralysis. He was admitted 
into the Dunedin Lunatic Asylum in February, 1879, 
and after several weeks’ suffering died there. Mr T. 
L. Work — to whom we are indebted for most of these 
facts — says that it is doubtful whether he cultivated 
his poetic gifts in the colonies : the brand of anonymity 
would be on all his contributions. The poems we select 
are from the volume published in 1845. 

MY MOTHER. 

I hear the evening winds among 
The hoary forest trees. 

As falUng leaf and bending twig 
Are rustling in the breeze ; 

But, oh t the music of the leaves— 

Leaves meetly strewn and sere — ^ 

Reminds me of thy sweet, sweet voice, 

Long silent, mother, dear | 

It brings to never-dying mind 
Those oft-remembered hours, 

When I, a thoughtless child, with thee. 

Would wander 'mong the flowers. 

And pull their fairest, while you smiled 
More sweet than tongue can tell — 

The gowan aye was thine, and mine 
The bonnie heather-bell. 

Then all was spring, for new-blown joys 
Sprung on each passing hour ; 

Or summer, for they ne’er woulu die, 

But ever freshly flower. ^ 

Ah ! dark clouds dimmed that sunny sky, 

^ow winter chills the year, 

For thou wert summer’s gentle queen. 

My long-lost mother, dear !* 

Still when the bright, the summer sun. 

Shines lovely from above. 

And pours on every hill and dale 
A golden tide of love, 

I wander to those early haunts. 

And think full long of thee. 

And ponder if thy spirit keeps 
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For when thy dark eye ceased to shine, 
Thy kind-toned voice to speak, 

And when thy gentle hand no more 
Could pat me on the cheek, 

No eye there was to watch o'er me. 

No voice to whisper mild, 

No hand to lead, no heart to cheer 
A weary little child. 

Yet still in sunny dreams betimes 
I see thee by my side. 

And if I’ve done aught wrong, methinks 
I hear thee gently chide ; 

While sadly in tb^ downoairt eye 
* Appears the briny tear, 

To guide ray frail, though willing, steps 
In truth, my mother, dear. 

Blit when I walk in wisdom’s wayb, 

And let my words be mild, 

Methinks I hear thy praising voice 
In every woodnote wild ; 

And thus, oh, mother 1 lead my steps 
Xhro’ every changing year — 

My heart to God, my life to truth, 

As thou wouldst, mother, dear 1 


THE AULD WOOER— A SONG. 

Saw ye auld Jockie come ower the lea, 

Singin’ an’ joggiu’ fu’ lichtly alang ? 

There was mirth on his lips, there was love in his e’e. 
An’ this was the croon o' the auld body’s sang — 

“ Dear Mary, kind Mary, fair Mary, gude Mary, 
Loved MsTy, sweet Mary ! oh, Mary be mine !” 

But the whisperin' wjnd aye the words seem’d to carry — 
“The rose o' ou/valley sail never be thine.’’ 

An’ biAkit fu’ spruce was the auld doited fule 
jFor frosty-pow’Tl fnles are the daftest o’ a’) ; 

His coat it was cut o’ the new-fangled schule, 

An’ spangled wi’ Iruttons that glitter’*! fu’ braw. 

Sae stately he stappit the winnock before, 

Whafir Mary sat waitin’ for cornin’ o’ mine ; 

But I ihocht that the sound, as he rappit the door. 
Said •«“ Mary, the lovely, sail never be thine ! 


He spak’ o’ the stars, an’ her bonuie black een, 
Whilk wilecf a’ the licht frae ilk gazin’ e’e ; 
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He prained her fair face, an* be aaid that the queen 
O’ his heart an’ hia hand, jrin ahe pleaaed, ahe wad bo. 
0(»t crie«l lier auld niither — “ Gue awa’ doon the ^leii ! 

Grey Jockie ! ye anct* were a aweetheart o* mine ; 
An’ come nae inair liere, for it’s time ye and ken 
That my bonnie Mary sail never be thine.” 

He spak' o’ hia lands, an* he blethered his fill 
O’ his ri^s, an* his hau^rhs, an* his bowins o’ kye ; 

O’ his luve that he promised nae future siid kill. 

An’ pleasures aye lastin’ as time dauner’d by. 

“ Hoot, awa !” cried her faither, “ ye weel may thick 
shame ; 

Ye are anlder than me— she sail never be thine.” 

Sae hairie as Jock hirpled, his croonin' became — * 
“Tae the deil wi’ the jaiul, sin’ she winna be mine !’’ 


THOMAS M‘KENZrE FUASEU. 

distinguished divine was born at Tnveriicss in 
vl^ 1822. His father, originally from Strathnairn, 
was famous in youth fis a deerstalker, but on his 
marriage with a lady of the Hossack family he rcMuovod 
to Invoriicss, where ho started in business. Ileing of 
an open and unsuspicious nature, Mr .M‘Keiizie Fraser 
was robbed b}*^ those whom he trusted, and consequently 
failed. He died early, leaving two children, a girl and 
boy, both of whom achieved distinction. Mrs Fraser 
was a woman of great energy jiiTd pivictical sagacity, 
and, on the death of her husband, she retired ^to Cro- 
marty, whore she had a little patrimony oV her own. 
Her daughter, Lydia Falconer Fraser, afterwards the 
wife of Hugh Miller, is indissdiubly associated with 
the life and bibours of that highly gifted and represen- 
tative Scotsman. Mrs Miller possessed a good share 
of literary facility, and transmitted it to her children, 
one of vvliom, llarriet Davidson, noticed in this work, 
died recently in Adelaide, South Australia. . Her 
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brother Thomas was the younger child, and his mother 
had suffi(?etit influence to have him educated in the 
Blue Coat School, London, and afterwards at King’s 
College, Aberdeen, where he gained the first Greek 
prize in 1839, and took his degree as Master of Arts. 
During the Disruption controversy he wrote a 
pamphlet, “Big Kate of Lochcarron,” which w^as 
printed both in Gaelic and ICnglish, and had a wide 
circulation over the Highlands. In 184:3, on launch- 
ing the Witness newspaper in the interests of the Free 
Church p^irty, with Hugh Miller as its editor, young 
Fraser was employed by his brother-in-law as a re- 
porter. At the same time he attended the theological 
prelections of Chalmers, Cunningham, Oandlish, Dun- 
can, and Buchanan, as he was intended for the 
ministry. He was ordained in 1845, and settled as 
pastor at Yesten, where he remained for several years. 
Having inherited a delicate constitution from his 
father, his health failed, and he was recomniended to 
try a warmer climate. His friends secured for him a 
chaplaincy at Singapore, a British penal settlement, on 
an island off the peninsula of Malacca. The mixed 
society of military and convicts, as might have been 
anticipated, proved most distasteful to Fraser, and he 
resigned his appointment. He removed to ('^cylon, and 
from there he went on a visit to the colony of Victoria, 
Anstraliii, in 1859.' fie arrived shortly after the death 
of the liev. John TaiY, minister of the High Church, 
Geelong, and wa.s unanimously appointed his successor. 
For tweiity years Mi; h'r.iser labuiirod there, and was 
recognised as a man of conspicnons ability. He w’as a 
good linguist, a th(a-<?kigh dialectician, and jjrofonndly 
versed in thecdogical literature ; added to which were 
the advantages of a clear voice and graceful manner. 
He publLshwl, in 1807, a volume of “Sermons for 
Colonists.” Our poet was chosen Moderator of the 
Victorian Presbyterian Assembly in 1870-71, and on 
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the creation of the Theological Hall in connection with 
their church Mr Fraser was nominated to a temporary 
lectureship, the branch of .theology assigned to him 
being “ Apologetics,” or the defence of the doctrines of 
the Holy Scriptures. He discharged this duty for 
several years with great credit, although his congrega- 
tion at Geelong murmured at his prolonged absences 
in Melbourne. On the completion of the Ormond 
College, it was fully anticipated that Mr Fraser would 
be elected to one of the professorships ; but in this he 
was disappointed. The discontent of his own congre- 
gation at Geelong determined Mr Fraser on severing 
his connection with Victoria, and in 1880 he removed 
to New Zealand, where he was installed minister of St 
David’s Presbyterian Church, Auckland. Here, during 
the remainder of his life, he preached and lectured 
assiduously to an' attached and appreciative congrega- 
tion. As he was a skilled musician, he frequently 
lectured on the works of Handel, Mozart, Beethoven, 
and Mendelssohn. He was passionately fond of the 
songs of his native land, and at the time of his death 
he had been announced to lecture on “The Less 
Known Ballads of Scotland.” Tn “The Messenger 
from Floddon,” he directly challenges comparison with 
Aytoun’s “ Edinburgh after Flodden,” but the poem 
has a great deal of the true ballad simplicity and 
pathos about it. Mr Fraser died "in his sixty-fourth 
year. 

THE MESSENGER PROM FLOI>DEN. * 

September’s sun was risin’ high 
On field and heathery brae 

It tipp'd wi’ gold baith house and hold, 

And chased the mists away. 

Frae Flodden-field there cam’ that morn » 

A. knight on his steed sae giiid ; 

In his mailed right hand was a broken brand, 

That was soil’d wi’ his foemen’s bIbid. 
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He urg’d and spurr’d his weary steed, 

Till the hluid gush'd out sae free, 

And he took little tent o* his mail hack’d an’ rent, 
Tho’ to Scotland’s Queen rode he. 

He rode by the towers o’ Thirlstane Ha*, 

He stayed na for Soltra brae ; 

An* he took little tent o’ his steed worn and spent, 
Tho* sae far he had come that day. 

“ Now, bring me a horse, Dalswinton’s Laird ; 
Bring out your gallant grey, 

For 1 maun noun’ to Lithgow toun 
Wi’ a’ the speed I may. 

"Stay me not for meat nor mass, 

And stay me not to speir ; 

But in prayer an* fast let this nicbt be past, 

For my news o' evil cheer. 

"Six gallant sons had I yestreen. 

An* now they are nae mair ; 

They lie wi’ the slain on Flodden plain, 

By the side o’ your doughty heir. 

" And ten guid men-at-arms had I, 

An’ o’ Torwood bows a score ; 

But the Eoglisb spears and hackbiiteers 
Hae left me now but four. 

" Yestreen I had a gallant king, 

And a knightly king was he I 

Wae worth the day ! that bluidy fray 
Gar’d James his doom to dree. 

" Now, fare-ye^e^ Dalswinton’s Laird, 

God sain ye frae'a’ ill ; 

But keep guid guard by watch an’ ward 

•Fri^e SuiTey an’ Belted Will.” 


September’s sun was sinkin’ low, 

As it shone on the ancient toun — 

Its siq^ly licht was fadin’ in nicht, 

An’ the mists cam’ swirlin' roun*. 

The Queen sat lanely in Lithgow Tower, 
She watch’d an’ she sabbit sair ; 

Diium’d was the sheen o’ her sparklin’ een, 
An' loose v^as her wavin’ hair. 
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Oh ! is it the wimplin' burn I hear, 

Or the clatterin’ <> the mill ? 

Or the moan o’ the win’ i’ the woods ahin’ ? 

Or a horse cotuin' ower the hill ?” 

“ Boon, doon wi* tlie brii];re 1” tlie warder cries, 
‘‘Lift up the portcullis sae hio ; 

For a knicht draws near — ill news I fe.ar — 

He rides'sae furiotislie.” 

“Oh I wherefore come ye thus. Sir Neil, 

Wi’ hack’d an* hnttei’tl mail ? 

For your crest is shorn, your vest is torn, 

An* your cheek is bliiidy an’ pale ! '* 

“ Now, saints and angels, be our guard, 

And save u& Mary, dear ! 

For, gracious Queen, my news, I ween, 

Are heavy for you to hear. 

“ 0’ a goodly host pould Scotland boast 
Yestreen on Flodden plain, 

Hut that warlike host the day hath lost. 

And the King lies wi* the slain. 

“Twelve belted'Earls lie on that field, 

An' wi' the Douglas heir 

Twa hundred died close by his side 
The Douglas name that bare. 

“ Baith Crawford an’ Montrose are gane, 

Leslie an’ Bothwell too ; 

An’ frae Teviot-side fu’ niony hae died 
Wi’ the brave an’ bauld Buccleugh. 

“ Huiitly and Horne were forced to* 'flee* 

Wi’ Lennox an’ Argyle, ^ 

An’ the broken bands o’ the Hielan’ clans, 

Frae inony a W'estern isle. 

“The flower o’ Scotland’.s chivalrie 
Lies low on that fatal plain ; 

But the heaviest wae o’ that fearfu* day 
Ts — Bi}yal JrnncH is slam ! , 

“ Full lang an’ knicbtly did he fight, 

Till his arm dropp’d by his side ; 

Wi’ arrows three then pierceil was he. 

An’ our uallant King hath died !” 
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She lock’d hersel’ in the tap-maiet tower, 

An’ Hair (iid she weep an^pray, 

But when iiioruiu' licht diNpell’d the nicht 
Queen Margaret’s hair was grey ! 

MY CHILDHOOD’S HOME. 

My childhood’s home — though far from thee I roam, 

Awliile 1 turn me from the passing hour, 

And hwiftly hack across the (icean’s foam 
Fond meinoiy speeds with yet unfailing power. 

Long years hiue passed since that bright summer morn, 

1, lingering, left thy loved and peaceful vale. 

Years fdia.t have many joys and sorrows born, 

Years that have made the brow of health to pale. 

When the dark wings of death dapped on the passing gale. 

Few were my years, and all unused to sorrow. 

’JUie past was hrigdit for childhood’s ready tears ; 

All vanish with the dayspring of the morrow, 

That breaks in glutlness on the night of fears. 

1 little reck’d of bygone hours and days. 

The present had its Ht«tre of joys for me ; 

And the dim future, like the distant haze, 

That shroiuls at early dawti the dewy lea. 

Had no attractions ’neath her veil for me. 

Tho.se days are gone, and in that future far, 

I’ve wandered mid.st the sunshine and the shade, 

And mingled with the world’s discordant jar, 

'I'hat rent my air-built castles soon as made, 

And watched f«»nd hope.s lo blossom and to fade ; 

Oi if, iierchanee, they telt the autuniirs kiss 
To vanish w ith the joy.s that round them play’d 
Into the past's infinite abyss ! 

’Twere well they h£^ not been to disappear like this. 

*Oh I could we leave the present for a while, 

A All ouce more treatl the rath of early youth. 

And greet those forms that round our hearts are twined 
With all that inem’ry knows of love and truth — 

Soon would J tread tly well-known Kelds once more, 

Again, with lightsome heart, thy forests roam. 

Up the obi ri\er where, in days of yore, 

AViove the bridge, all silent and alone. 

Stood the old ruined mill upon its rocky throne. 

It may not .stern be — time’s relentless band 
Has left his Ifttces on each youthful brow ; 
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And death has sent bis arrows ’midst the band, 
And on new mounds has fall’n the virgin snow ; 
But, until that cold hand shall lay me low, 
ril still hold dear thy sacred memory, ^ 

And even in death a lingering thought will go 
To that quiet spot far o’er the stormy sea, 
Where calmly rest fond hearts that lov6d me. 


CHAKLES INNES CAMERON, 

MINISTER of the Presbyterian Church, was 
born in Inverness-shire, near the shores of 
Loch Ell. He emigrated to Canada, and resided at 
Kingston, Ontario, and Quebec during 1862-63. He 
went out to India as a Presbyterian Missionary in 
1865, (the year of his ordination), and was stationed 
at Poonah. Mr Cameron went to Australia about 
1869, and was appointed to the pastorate of ISt 
Andrew's Church, Geelong, in the Colony of Victoria. 
In 1870 he published there a thin volume of “ Poems 
and Hymns ” — some of them being dated at Banavie, 
in Scotland, 1855. Mr Cameron stated in a prefatory 
note that he intended to eschew poetry altogether. 
He removed to Daylesford, in the game colony, about 
1872, and was the Presbyterian<ninister there for two 
years, when he resigned his appointment, and returned 
to Canada at the close of 1874. 

EILEAN-N A-CRAOIBHE.* 

u 

Sweet island spot ! On yonder shore 
My childhood’s lowly dwelling rose ; 

And I could see thee from the door 
Upon the waters’ breast repose. 

* “ The island of the Tree. ’ An island at the entrance of Loch Eil. 
Written on revisiting the place in 1850. 
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What feelings thriird luy childish heart 
When first I trod thy mystic shore, 

Tliat seem'd, than of the earth apart, 

A fairy land of ancient lore. 

How fresh and fair each object seem'd — 

The shell-strewn beach, the How’rets bright, 

The sunlight i<hro’ the leaves that stream’d, 
And harr'd the sward with cheerful light. 

Lon.; years have gone : 1 come again 
Once mure to see thy well-known shore. 

And feelings stir my heart as then, 

But blythe and joyous now no more 

• 

My childhood’s home, 1 see it not ; 

^'ur home nor house is longer there ; 

Wide waves ihe corn-field o*er the spot 
Wfiere blazed the hearth with cheerfo’ glare. 

No more a loving father’s face 

Shall greet our household here below ; 

And they who brought me to the place — 

Oh, brother, dear ! where are you now ? 

Their lives arise before me, fraught 
With many a line of joy and pain — 

Oh ! thralling power of love and thought 
That makes the past alive again. 

Kush, memory ! ’Tis enough, now rest ; 

Thou art too faithful of thy trust : 

Thy brightness can their lives invest, 

But cannot wake their clay-cold dust 

Farewell, h)V*J isle ! Where’er I be, 

In distant laiuWlteyoud the main, 

•Still will thy imago gleam on me, 

With mingled dower of bliss and pain. 


HVMN — A LITTLE WHILE. 

“ The time is short.” — I Cor. i, 29, 

C^)urage ! ye fainting saints, 

Who tread the narrow toad 
With weary, bleeding feet, nor sink 
Bemsath life's heavy loud' 
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’Tia but a little while ; 

Be patient and endure ; 

The time ia abort* the end ia near, 
And your reward secure. 

If aore oppressed with ilia, 

With trouble, toil, and care — 
Fiffhtinga without and fears within — 
Oh, do not vet despair ! 

Tie but a little while ; 

Lift up the languid eye ; 

The batue'a almost won, and your 
Ademption draweth nigh. 

Tho* now the howling winds 
Blow fierce, the curtain’d night 
Be dark and cheerless, nor the East 
Betoken warmth or light ; 

Tie but a little while — 

^e storm shall pass away, 

And calm, and light, and beauty come 
With never-ending day. 

Tea, tho’ the frequent fires . 

Of trial’s furnace burn 
With sevenfold fury, and the eye 
No issue can discern, 

Tis but a little while, 

And then the Lord will come. 

And call our weary souls to rest 
For evermore at home. 


MITCHELL KTLGOUR. BEVEklDGE. 

^NE of the earliest writers of Australian poetry — 
at least so far as relates to the, colony of 
Victoria — Mr M. K. Beveridge was born in Dunfermline 
in 1831. His elder brother was a schoolfellow of the 
famous painters, Sir Noel and Waller H. Patou. In 
1839 the Beveridge family emigrated to the new 
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colony of Victoria, and took up land at Woodbum, 
near Kilmore, about forty miles distant from Mel- 
bourne, which they have retained ever siuce, and 
which is now a valuable estate. The future poet 
was only a child at the time of emigrating, and with 
but a short spell of tuition, he has been entirely self- 
taught. He led a pastoral life for many years, remote 
from civilisation ; but, in compensation, he became an 
expert bush man and learned in aboriginal legends and 
language. He was a regular contributor to the Kil- 
more Examiner, and in 1863 Mr Beveridge published 
his poetic lucubrations, under the fanciful title of 
“Gatherings among the Gum-Trees,'^ and dedicated it 
to those persons desirous of “ promoting the grow'th of 
colonial literature.” The principal poem is an abori- 
ginal story, “The Accursed Eddy,” Mr Beveridge 
obtained his legend from a native, and the tale 
is simple and pathetic, full of dramatic incident, 
clearly showing that the Australian blacks are not 
the brutish and degraded beings they are habitually 
represented to be by those interested parties who would 
fain exterminate them. Another legendary tale, 
“Nyarabius' Dream,” is of a similar cast. Mr 
Beveridge, not unmindful of the country whence he 
sprung, added to his volume a number of ycottislj 
songs, specimens of which we append. In 1875 lie 
also published “ Tho^ost Life,” a tale of the far 
north of Australia, the sad record of a shipwrecked 
sailor named Morell, who lived seventeen years with 
the Queensland blacks ere he was rescued. Tlio four 
parts of the poem describe the parting, tlie shipwreck, 
the captivity, and thd release. 

Mr Beveridge subsequently started and edited a 
local newspaper, the Allmore Advertiser, for eight 
years; but -recently he has quitted the ranks'^ of 
journalism and become a mining ugont and nifinat^er 
in Kilmore, whitsh is a more lucrative profess ioii'^in 
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auriferous Australia. He has a warm heart towards 
“ the dear auld land,” as his lines uii “ The Sprig of 
Heather ” show. His powerfully graphic poem 
entitled “ Black Thursday ” treats on an appalling 
event in the annals of the colony of Victoria, when a 
great part of the country was simultaneously on fire. 
The destruction of live stock and property was ter- 
rible, and many women and children perished in 
creeks in attempting to escape from the fire. The 
thermometer registered 112 degrees in the shade, and 
hot ashes from Mount Macedon, 46 miles diiStaiit, fell 
in Melbourne. . 

THE SPRIG O* HEATHER. 

(Sent from Scotland in a letter.) 

*Ti8 only a sprig heather— - 

What tho* its purple be pale ? 

It minds noe o’ the breesy hillH 
That fend my native vale. 

It minds me o’ the misty hills, 

And langsyoe's time o’ glee, 

When warldly care 
An* heart-aches sair 
Were strangers baith to me. 

Tis only a sprig o’ heather ; 

But prized as a costly gem. 

That e er adorned a kingly crown 
Or a fair queen’s diadem. « 

That e'er adorned a royaL^rown ; 

For it brings proud thochts to me 
O’ the brave auld land, 

Wi* its legends grand, 

Sae far ayont the sea 1 • 

Oh I honnie wee sprig o’ hqather, 

Tho’ hricht our skies may burn — 

Tho’ wealth may shower its gifts aroun’. 

On ilka hand we turn— 

Tho’ wealth may rain its gifts aroun’, 

They’re a’ but tint tu me, * 

As 1 crodu the name 
O’ the dear auld harrie, 

Sae far ayont the sea ! 
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THE LASS 0* CRAIQIE HA’ 

I've wander’d ower Anetralia’s clime, 

Frae seaboard to its desert wild, 

An’ lasses seen, that for a time 
My silly heart has sair beguiled ; 

But tho’ the feok o’ them ha^e been 
Baith rich in firifts an* unco braw, 
There’s nane like her I met yestreen, 

The bonnie lass o' Craigie Ha I 

Her smile was like the sunny beam 
That brichtens ap a dowie day ; 

Her e'en — I'm sure their piercin’ gleam 
’ Will haunt my fancy ilka way* 

Her gentle voice, »sae sweet an* saft — 

It gar’t my heart loup like a ba*, . 

An’ now wi’ love I’m nearly daft 
For her the lass o* Oraigie Ha 1 

In vain T try wi’ weary toil 
To drive her image ^ae my mind, 

For memory aye brings back her smile 
That bearn’ci sae lovingly and kind ; 

An* gin I try to lilt a sang, 

I find, by some wanchancie law, 

My muse to naething else will gang 
Than her, the lass o' Craigie Ha’. 

Oh ! mair than blest maun be the bield 
That shelters her frae wind and storm ; 
And earth her fairest flowers maun yield 
Whanr fa’s the shadow o* her form I 
Gould I the painter’s pencil plv. 

And bid perfection’s sel’ to draw, 

Nae icher Inodel seek wad I 
Than her, tUQTass o' Craigie Ha'. 


BLAfIK THURSDAY. 


The sun for nionthf^had drawn up from the earth 
Its hidden moistuie till ’twas cracked and parched. 
And rendered hard and obdurate as stone ; 

The grass that grew upon the upland slopes. 

And in Uie gullies far between the hills, 

Was Hapless as the bark that yearly falls 
From off the gum trees, and beneath the foot 
It crackled like to pine-twigs in the fire. 
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Day after day, week after week, the wind 
Came scorching from its distant desert home, 

And left no greenness on the arid earth ; 

The hirds upon the trees sat all agape, 

And in their voices, erstwhile full <»f song. 

There was a sadness pitiful to hear ; 

The forest, rusty green, with drooping leaves, 

As to the blast it bent groan’d to the core — 

All animated nature lay distraught, 

And pining for the vivifying rain. 

For one long drink of Heaven’s delightful tears. 

The sun arose upon that dreadful morn 
In dusky luridness — ^no bright, broad smile 
Adorn’d his face. ’Twas like the countenance *' 

Of one accurst, whose demon heart conceives 
Nought save the bitterest malice to his kind,. 
Scowling portentous of a coming ill. 

Warm as the breath of furnace came the wind 
Lifting the prematurely wither’d leaves, 

Till, weary of their cumulative 'weight, 

U let them pattering fall again to earth. 

The dogs beside the hut doors panting lay, 

Their tongues bedusted, and their wretched eyes 
Ked with the action of the fever’d wind. 

Noon came ; but then, instead of sitting down 
To social converse and the mid-day meal. 

We all were startled by the cry of “ Fire ! " 

On every side was heard the warning cry. 

On every^ide were seen the raging flames. 

Springing as ’twere from out the very earth, 

With stifling smoke obscuring all the sky. 

Man stood aghast and helpless as a child. 

Or hurried with a hastily-pluck’d bough 
Thinking to stay its maniac career ; « > 

And tender women, pale and iMsate with fear, 
Huddled together on some grassless spot. 

And saw their homes and all their household wealth. 
That years of thrift and constant tfdl had gain’d, * 
Reduced to ashes in a moment's time ; 

Whilst children, with their big and wondering eyes, 
Clung closely round them tremblyig with affright. 

Oh ! ’twas a fearful sight ! great fields i>f corn,* 

Some waiting hut the sickle’s curving edge 
To yield their owners wealth for labour spent. 

Others already gather’d into slieaves 
And placed in stooks, were swept away ; 

And milking kine, that lay with half-sl/at eyes, 
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Were in an inetant circled round with flame, 

And, thus bewildered, died ; and flocks of sheep, 
That spread themselves alon^ir the ranffes* sides, 
Searching amongst the mass of faded grass 
For any hidden blade of greener hue, 

Were driven together by the furious flames 
Into a narrow fold, too small by half. 

Where, learung on each other in their fear. 

Hundreds were trampled when the fire-blast came : 
And sluggish teams that crept along the road, 

With hanging tongues and flanks that sorely heaved. 
Their sides all scarr’d and blister’d with the lash. 
Were by the drivers left beside their loads 
To perish or escape as best they might. 

• 

Whole forests blazed ; the very topmost bottghs 
Where the white-headed eaglehawk was wont 
To perch in royal majesty, and glower » 

O’er mighty tracts of dense and waving wox d. 
Escaped not, but were made the whirling sport 
Of some gigantic flame. And when at length 
The pall of night was hung around the earth, 

There was a scene presented to the eye 
Of such like grandeur that the pen of hard 
Or artist’s* pencil dare not hope to limn. , 

The hill-tops seem’d to be enrobed in Are, 

Their jagged crests fraught with volcanic life. 

That leapt and flared in ruthless fitfulness ; 

And ever and anon, as some old tree 

Came toppling down and shook the lap of earth, 

A myriad sparks flew up into the air, 

And formed a glory separate and grand — 

Its term of life a moment, when ’twas lost 
For ever midst the mass of moving flame. 




WILLIAM THOMAS MEECEK, 

HTRD son of George Mercer, of Mavisbank, in 
KJU Midlothian, and Frances Charlotte Reid, was 
born about 1821. His father, originally a midshipman 
in the East India Company's service, was afterwards 
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actively enfrafred in mercantile pursuits in India, from 
which he accumulated a fortune. He lias the honour 
of havinjj been the first Agent-General of the Colony 
of Victoria. He was appointed in June, 1835, by 
Tasmanian shareholders the home agent of the Geelong 
and Douttagalla Association for the colonisation of 
Port Phillip. Mr W. T. Mercer was educated at 
Exeter College, Oxford, where he graduated B.A. in 
1843, and M.A. in 1851. He attended the Inner 
Temple in 1842, but was not called to the bar. He 
entered the colonial service in 1 844 as private*secretary 
to Sir John Francis Davis, governor of Hong Kong, 
and almost all his subsequent life was s])ent in 
China. Ho acted as Colonial Treasurer in 1845, and 
in 1854 was appointed the Colonial Secretary of Ilong 
Kong, which office he retained till his resignation 
in 1869. For several years ho administered the 
government of that British settlement, and on return- 
ing to Britain he resided in Berkshire. In 18‘69 he 
published ** Under the Peak ; or Jottings in Verse, 
written during a lengthened residence in the Colony 
of Hong Kong.” A goodly portion of the book con- 
sists of translations from Chinese poets, and from the 
works of Virgil, Horace, Ovid, etc. His best bit of 
scholarship is in translating into Latin verse the 
“ Tam o* Shanter ” of our national bard and Logan’s 
paraphrase from Job. His vertjes on visiting the Cave 
of Camoeus at Macao are gracefully written, and those 
on “ The Plague of London ” well executed ; but “ The 
Hanyang Thistle” is the best* of all his fugitive 
verses, being a spirited and patriotic effusion. It was 
written on a visit to the hill and fort of Hanyang, 60.0 
miles up the Yang-tze-Kiang. During the Taiping 
rebellion groat conflicts took jilacc for possession of 
this fort, and horrible atrocities were perpetrated on 
both sides A thistle growing on the ramparts was 
pointed out to Mr Mercer, and suggested the verses. 
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Mr Mercer, after his retirement from the Colonial 
service, coiitribiited occasionally to and Queries. 

He died suddenly on the 23d May, 1879. 

JESSIE. 

We a* loved pair Jessie, 

The pride o* the toon, 

And the thochts o' her noo 
Bringf the tears rinnin* doon ; 

For but lately we saw her, 

Sae gnid and sae fair. 

An’ noo she’ll come back 
To Glenalmon’ nae mair. 

Her smile was like sunshine, 

Her words like saft dew, 

An’ ’neath them the flow’rets 
O' love for her grew. 

Oh ! the day was a sad ane 
When Death emote her sair ; 

For noo she’ll come back 
To Glenalmon’ nae mair. 

Her faith er an’ mither 
Sit greetin’ their lane ; 

Oh ! wha can be to them 
Like her that is gane ! 

A'thing ’hoot their hoosie 
Tjooks dowie an* bare — 

F«>r Jessie comes back 
To Glenalmon’ nae mair. 

Rrt Jessie was spotless 
An' $M»re, an’ we trust 
Her hame is in heaven 
Wi’,the true an’ the just ; 

An’ gin we live like her. 

We’ll a meet her there, 

An’ come back, save in thocht, 

To^Glenalmon’ nae mair. 

‘^’LET BENEFITS BE TRACED ON SAND.” 

^ het honefits be traced on sand, 

And wrongs be graven deep on stone !” 

Such is the callous world’s command — 

1 follow part, and part disown. 
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Shame on the ingrate would deny 
A friend thro' fear or hope of gain ; 

God send him evermore to He 
Whelm'd 'neath hia self-diadain. 

But who in malice injurea me, 

I care not what hia wealth or power, 

I mark the oharl where’er he be, 

And then, when comes the grateful hour. 
How sweet revenge ! and, oh ! may yet 
The drivelling day he absent long 
When I a henent forget, 

Or I forgive a wrong. 

For me with every fate content, 

Baised by success or crush’d by cares, 
Incurious of the fortune sent, 

I bear it as the Stoic bears — 

Who sees life’s shifting currents flow 
To cheer or pain poor human kind, 
Laughs at the self-inflicted woe. 

And wears an equal mind. 

I ask not wealth, nor rank, nor power — 

Be my good name my only care, 

And unto life’s last closing hour 
That name shall ever flourish fair ; 

And love may chill, and envy frown 
(Man changes with the changing year). 
But those my soul has truly known 
My memory will revere. 

THE HANYANG THISTLE. 

Strange that upon this distant hill. 

Within this fort, this leaguer’d height, 
Where love the sons of H^a to spill 
Fraternal Uood in savagelight — 

Where thrice within these later years 
Has rung the cry of civic strife; 

’Mid flaunting flags and braggart spears, ' 
And swords that lightly reck of life. 

Where loyal cowardico has flrd 
The riot wrath of rebel men, 

And, when corruption’s triumph sped, 
Troop’d back in bastard pride again, 

A scene where all man’s passions rage . 

And lie against his GocUgiven birth — 

A blot on human history’s page — 

A darkness o’er the light of eartfap. 
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Strange that within this i^arded lair, 

A flower— a little flower — is found, 

Which seems to mock the very air 
That breathes its sickening taint around. 

Yes, raising up its beauteous blue, 

T Kee my country’s emblem here, * 

To manhood and to Scotland true, 

What Robin calls — The symbol dear.” 

Nature’s bold nursling ! say, what chance 
Hath borne thee from far other plains? 

Hast thou no shame to bend thy glance 
On reeking brands and gory chains? 

Not by the turbid Ta Kiang 
First grew in peace thy parent root ; 

The hlood-stain'a hummock of Hanyang 
Thy purity may poorly suit. 


What dost thou here, where barbarous men 
Have tix’d their lawless battle-ground ? 

Better for thee the silent glen, 

Or where the shepherd’s pipe shall sound ; 

Better to nod thy bristly head 
Where the old Grampian’s summits rise. 

Than find a mean, unhonour’d bed 
’Neath the fierce glare of China’s skies. 

What dost thou here ? As well might be 
A ship upon a mountain-height, 

A stone-wrought pyramid at sea. 

Or sunshine 'mid the shades of night. 

Dost seek to link fair Scotland's fates 
With those of treacherous Cathay ? 

Not here, where closed are mercy’s gates. 
For Honour warns — Away ! away I 

Not here should Scotland’s chosen flower 
Mingle its leaves with villain dust, 

^And idly watch each changing hour 
The deeda of rapine and of lust. 

Can thy proud vegetable blood 
Feed on the soil that bears a slave ? 

Dear Thistle*! sign of hardihood, 

And emblem of the leal and brave. 

Thv native place is far away 
By Caledonia’s mountain rills ; 

Thy little life should have its day 
Beneath the shadow of our hills. 
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Back with me to our own dear isle, 
Plant of a heritaf^e divine ; 

I pluck thee from th* unworthy soil— 

It fits not Freedom’s name nor thine ! 


ANDREW COOK 

AS born at Paisley in 1836, and is the youngest 
son of Mr James Cook, a landscai)e and por- 
trait painter. His father died when the subject of our 
sketch was five years of age, and his education devolved 
upon his elder brothers, John and James, who were 
practical printers, and had started or acquired the 
Renfrewshire Gazette^ a weekly paper published in 
Paisley, which is still in possession of that firm. 
Andrew was trained as a compositor in his brothers* 
office ; but, when a mere stripling, he had a taste of 
warfare which gave a decided bias to his future career. 
The great war with Russia had begun in 1854, and 
after the battles of Alma, Balaklava, and Inkermann 
had been fought, the allied forces of Great Britain and 
France were zealously prosecuting the long siege and 
bombardment of Sebastopol. In 1855 Andrew Cook 
joined the Commissariat Dep^tmeiit in the Crimea, 
and witnessed the attacks on Malakoff and Tchemay a. 
Andrew had his share in several skirmishes, and one 
evening, on volunteering to work in the trenches before 
the fortress, he had the misfortuiie to be wounded in 
the head near the right car, which permanently affected 
his hearing. After remaining for some time in Scutari 
Pfospital and Constantinople, where he frequently saw 
Florence Nightingale, he returned to Scotland, and re- 
sumed printing in his brothers’ office and also in 
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Glasgow. Another brother, the late Mr William 
Mitchell Cook, a decorative painter, who had been 
away in America on a long tour, residing in New 
Orleans for some years, came back to Paisley, and 
proposed to Andrew that they should emigrate to 
Australia. The offer was accepted, and the brothers 
landed in Melbourne in 1858. Mr W. M. pook, being 
an energetic man, started in business in Hotham, and 
rapidly acquired a competency. He became a Coun- 
cillor of the Burgh of Hotham and a member of the 
Legislative Assembly for Brunswick. His brother 
Andrew assisted him in painting ; but in one of their 
excursions up-country, they purchased the plant of an 
insolvent printer. They started a iiv-wspaper, the 
Hotham Journal^ in 1863. Mr Andrew Cook managed 
the printing office for several years, but he subsequently 
withdrew from the concern, and worked in various 
offices in town. He occasionally indites a poem, and 
one (jf his pieces, ‘‘The Songs of Other Days,” obtained 
a prize at a competition in Glasgow in 1857. 

THE yONGS OF OTHER DAYS. 

Slug me the Huiigs of other days — 

The HongA I love to hear ; 

They recall the faded glories 
Of many a parted year. 

They steal like music on our minds 
In one resistless How, 

And bring old memories, sad but sweet. 

Of the byegone long-ago. 

!3ing me the^songs of other days, 

I muse on them alone ; 

They tell me of the Spirit-land, 

And the d(ft.d before us gone : 

They are as the morning sunshine 
* That dawned in life’s young day, 
vYhen we thought upon tlie brighter scenes 
Of the distant far away. 


Sing me the songs of other days, 
I lov6 to hear them sung ; 
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For oh ! they tell of joyous hours 

When our hopes were hi^h and young. 

As we think of old companions, 

And gaze on early graves. 

Emotions deep break o’er our hearts. 
Like the heaving swell of waves. 

Sing me the soum of other days, 

The songs so old and rare ; 

They lead to many a dowery dell 
And prospect bright and fair ; 

They remind us of the moments 
Which now are fleeting fast. 

And oft bring back the happy hcmrs 
That could not always last. 

Si^ me the songs of other days. 

For dear to me they are ; 

They to the ages of the past 
Chase oft our thoughts afar. 

They are the stars that lighted up 
Our brave Utopian dreams ; 

The^ gush through our sad souls in tears, 
Like the murmuring sound of stream's. 


ELIN A R. 

1 often muse on the olden days, 

When you carried the honours well, 

When your genial smile aiid kindly glance 
Woke transports where they fell. 

Tho’ the rolling seasons o’er us glide, 

And the years as silently flow, 

1 remember thee aye as the .mystic maid 
Whom I loveil in the long-ago. 

I thought to have met in some soft clime, 
With thee, rare Elinar < 

Whom my yearning spirit cherished long 
With a fervid power from afar — 

Where the witching tones of thy gentle voice 
Might fall on the ear supine, 

Ami flush my heart with sunny dreams — 
Bright dreams of the brave langsyne. 

For oft ill the calm of i|uiet hours, 

When my wandering fancies play. 
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1 wish thee back from that dim, atraoge land, 
O’er the blue waves far away. 


And I miss the chime 
Of that pleasant time. 

When the night wind waved thy hair. 
And the Queen-moon shone 
On her midnight throne, 

In placid grandeur there. 


The music of spheres, 

’ Like the clash of spears. 
Rang through the ambient air. 
And thy form stood bright 
In the silvery light, 

A mirrored image fair, 


It is only in the hush of night 
When the weary soul turns 
And floats along the glittering path 
Of memory’s brilliant track, 

That 1 hear the sound of those bugle-calls 
Which long have pealed for me, 

In the distant vales of a mountain land. 
Far over the stormy sea. 


ALEXANDER GORDON MIDDLETON, 

||VRINTER, poet, novelist, and journalist, was born 
11^. in Edinburgh in 1828, and served his appren- 
ticeship^ as a compositor on the Witness, one of his 
employers’being the^vell-known geologist Hugh Miller, 
from whom he imbibed a literary bias, which' he 
assiduously cultivated all through life. After finish- 
ing his apprenticeship, he joined the literary staft of 
the Glasgow Citizen, and was a regular contributor to 
the “ Table Talk ” column of that journal for about 
three years, in conjunction with Mr Hugh Macdonald, 
the ** Rambler ^nd Poet.” While there he was a 
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leading spirit in the Literary Improvement Class in 
connection with the Glasgow Mechanics’ Institute, 
where lie gained many valuable prizes as an essayist. 
Ill 1852 he emigrated to Victoria, and participated in 
the discomforts and inconveniences of that period in 
colonial history, when emigrants Jirrived in such large 
numbers — sometimes 1000 a day — that no accommoda- 
tion or shelter could be found for them, except the “blue 
canopy o’erhead.” In a few weeks after his arrival ho 
got a “ frame ” on the Melbourne Auction Mart, and 
upon Mr Kichard Brotchie transferring his services to 
the Morning Herald, Mr Middleton was appointed 
overseer of the office. He afterwards occupied a 
“ frame ” on the Presbyterian Banner (the only weekly 
newspaper of that day), and in a short time he was 
appointed editor, which position he occupied for about 
twelve months. The Banner, however, expired in 
1854, and Mr Middleton, by the advice, of friends, 
matriculated at the Melbourne University and studied 
for the ministry, in connection with the Presbyterian 
Church; but, like the late Thomas Carlyle and a 
good many other aspiring men of genius, he found 
certain doctrines in the Confession of Faitli a barrier 
to the attainment of his object. He afterwards joined 
the Episcopal communion, and was appointed by 
Bishop Perry as a lay reader to officiate in the Church 
at Woodend ; but he voluntarily resignea this position 
ill about a year afterwards, and returned to Scotland, 
with the intention of devoting himself entirely Ho 
literary pursuits. In 1867 he pijblished a Voiume of 
poems, entitled “Earnest, and the Pilgrim Poet,” 
which met with a fair reception, r Mr Middleton pro- 
secuted literary work in Scotland, but after an absence 
of eight years he returned to Melbourne, and again 
manfully tackled his “ stick and rule for a few years. 
In 1874 he w^as appointed editor of the Murchison 
Advertiser, and soon made his markc as a journalist. 
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About seven years ago he purchased the Sh&pparton 
News^ which he succeeded in plaSing in the fore- 
front of country journals. While there he published 
a very interesting novel, written by himself during his 
residence in London, entitled “ He or She?” His eye- 
sight began to fail him about 1886, and although the 
best medical skill in the colony was appealed to, 
science was unable to restore the lost sense. Latterly, 
Mr Daniel Harrison (son of an able and old colonist), 
helped him in the editorial department of the News 
throughout his sad affliction ; but Mr Middleton’s 
health tailed fast in consequence of the worry in- 
cidental to a business life and the want of his usual 
walking exercise, and he was compelfed to part with his 
paper. He died in 1888 at Glemffer, Lilydale, a 
romanticallj^ situated village some twenty miles dis- 
tant from Melbourne, aged 60 years. His younger 
brother, Mr Kichard Middleton, also a printer and 
journalist (from whom we have mainly derived 
this biographical sketch), survives him. He has left 
many valuable nuinuscripts, one of these being a literal 
translation of the ‘‘Iliad” from the original Greek, 
which is said to be more genuine than any yet pub- 
lished. 


THE CELESTIAL CITY. 

I dreamt of God' ‘ own city, figured in the Book of old, 

With its gates of Inatroue pearl and its streets of shining gold — 
A glorious, dazzling city, where our Shepherd tends His fold. 

All thnfivrhviut this radiant city angels paced, array*d in white, 
Their forma were moulds of l»eauty, ns the hum their faces bright ; 
I'hey traversed this fair city in celestiai delight. 

And within this heavenly city roamed 1 as a child would stray— 
The angels g'uiled with pity, as they passed me on their way 
To and from that beauteous city, where is everlasting day. 

In a street of that fair city an angel claspt my hands ; 

My heart tuned a love-ditty .she held me in her bands, 

While standing in ^ut city that transceuils all oliiei lauds. 
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** Whither, stranger, i|i our city would ’st thou wish now to be 
led ?” 

1 answered — *'Uiito Jesus, who on earth fur mortals bled — 

The Prince of this ^reat city, where he reigns, and God is head.*’ 

** All angels in our city,” the seraph spake to me ! 

** All angels in our city are as Jesus unto thee — 

All are one in this dear city, where pure love and truth agree.” 

This in that wondrous city the spirit whisper’d low ; 

Her eyes shot burning glances, and her raiment shone as snow — 
Her features in that city had a high, immortal glow. 

Yes, methought within that city the seraph spake to me — 

As light and love is Jesus unto frail humanity ; 

Let His love and let Hit city be a beacon unto thee.’’ * 

All in that mystic city fn my soul these thoughts would swell— 
The why and wherefore of them in truth 1 cannot tell, 

But in that radiant city X felt I knew them well. 

My heart is a love>city where God reigns as on a throne, 

And when love’s voice Is pleading methinks ’tis Jesus’ tone — 
God’s kingdom is this city, which love girds {is with a zone. 

EPISTLE TO ERNEST RENAN. 

Weel, Renan 1 1 ha’e got your book ;* 

I’ll hing my bonnet on a hook. 

An* sit me doon 
Within a quate an’ cosy nook, 

An’ claw my crown. 

Your dedication’s no’ that bad, 

My sang 1 but we wad a’ be glad 
Gin it were true — 

That friens what left us unco sad 
Watch ower us noo. 

Tho’ grannie threeps that they a’ gang 
To realms o’ bliss to sing their sang 
Withouten care, * 

Kennin’ fix’ weel that we ere lang 
Will join them there. • 

Hech, sir ! but ye're a learned chap ; 

O’ the warld’s tongues ye’v»- Viain’d a crap. 

Rich as hotch-potch ; 

Hut, birkie ! noo yer held I’ll rap — 

Can ye read Scotch ? 

* The *• Life of Christ.” * 
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Man, ye aanert an‘ brag a deal, 

Suppose an’ speculate as weel ; 

An’ simple faith, 

Sic as puir feckless bodies feel, 
Ye’d gie to Death. 

Na, na ! my corbie, stop ye there ! 

E’en tak’ yer learniii* for yer share. 
An’ leave love’s truth ; 

For honest folk can dae nae tuair 
Than glean, like Bnth. 

Ilk man is man, altho’ inspired ; 

They’re a’ by ae Great Spirit fired, 

* An’ truth’s the same 

Warbled by John, by Peter cboiFd, 
In words o' flame. 

An’ miracles, ye silly elf ! 

Yer leer is only worthless pelf-^ 
Ye’ll no’ believe I 

What isna gript by yer sma* self 
Maun e’en deceive. 

Can ye tell hoo the fiow’ret blows? 

Can ye tell hoc the spirit grows 
Within yer soul ? 

How is it that life interflows 
Thro* Nature whole? 


There’s miracle in ilka fact, 

There’s miracle in ilka act 
O' Nature’s laws — 

Wi’ God a’ Nature is impact, 
uife frae Him draws. 

What I fusionless an* silly thing ! 

E’^d Him ye daur touch wi’ yer sting 1 
He e’er deceive 1 

Jesus “like conjurer in a ring?”— 

Oh 1 harems my neive ! 


Hoots ! yer book is juist a big snawba* 
At glint o’ licht it melts awa’ 

Tae slush an’ sleet, 

An’ little giiid it does ava. 

Bntsweets folk's feet ! 
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SONG OF FAYS. 

Oh ! light 18 a wizard — the pure light of love — 

Ae it streams through the windows of heaven above, 
From BUD and from Rtar-ligbt wings on its way 
In rays from the realms of eternal day, 

Gilding the white clouds that banner the sky, 

And drawing to God’s throne che heart- breathed sigh. 

Oh I light is a wizard — the pure light of love — 

As it streams through the windows of heaven above. 

It builds the gay portals of opening day ; 

It kindles the laughter of children at play ; 

It blazons its colours upon the rainbow, 

That are born again in all flowers that blow. ' 

Oh ! tight is a wizard — the pure light of love — 

As it streams through the windows of heaven above — 
By its soft warm kiss the tender shoots spring, 

At its glance loving hearts ’mid the green forests sing ; 
It floods with rare glory the ocean-kiss’d land, 

And sparkles from shells on each sea*beaten strand. 

Oh ! light is a wizard—the pure light of love— 

As it streams through the windows of heaven above. 

It is the refiner, where angtds preside 
To purify souls froiri iniquity’s tide ; 

Of lif^ht are the harp-chords that in the heaven’s ring, 
For light quivers with life when angelic choirs sing. 


PETER SKIRVING 


M as a lineal descendant of the author’ of 
“Johnnie Cope,” — Adam Skirving, the witty 
and vivacious farmer of Garletou, in Haddingtonshire, 
having been Ins great-graudfafher. His immediate 
grandfather, Archibald Skirving, was well-known m 
his time as an excellent portrait-painter — his picture 
of Burns being considered the best likeness of our 
national bard. Beter Skirving was born at Edinburgh 
in 1821). His father died early, and* our poet was the 
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only son of a widowed mother. Mrs Skirving was one 
of those matrons of whom Scotland may well be proud, 
a woman of much strength of character, from whom 
her son derived a great portion of the amiable disposi- 
tion which riveted the friendship of his acquaintances. 
Mr Skirving had been working in a drapery establish- 
ment in Edinburgh for several years, when he was 
induced to emigrate to Victoria. Accompanied by his 
mother, he arrived in Melbourne in 1854, and he 
settled in Geelong as a draper and outfitter, calling his 
shop, ‘•The Edinburgh House.” During his spare 
hours Mr Skirving was energetic in every good work. 
He was the leading spirit in inaugurating evening 
schools,” and he was the originator and prime mover 
in building the (ieelong Mechanics* Institute. He 
contributed largely to the local press, and in many 
wways sought to elevate the society in which he was 
placed. He died at Geelong in 1869, aged forty. Mr 
Skirving was unmarried, and it may be mentioned that 
his mother, who had till then lived with him, was kept 
in comfort by a number of friends for fourteen years. 
Mr W. S. Jenkins, the Welsh bard, wrotp elegiac verses 
on the death of Mr Skirving, in which he styled him 
“ a noble and true-hearted son of Scotland.** His 
effusions are characterised by a tender and contempla- 
tive fancy, and are indisputably the reflex of an 
affectionate spirit. 

LIFE’S TEACHERS. 

Mv memory clink's with lin^eriof? foudnoRR Rtill, 

Dear village Ruiffuil, round thy inosH-covered weHk, 

WJiere first we plucked the tree, whence j^ooci or ill 
Dives life its stien^th, or tempts to faithless falls. 

Loveil uiid familiar were thy sheltering eaves, 

Where r diin twitteied to the linnet'n 8ong ; 

Fair wan the rustic porch, where clustering wreaths 
Of ro^e and ivy in the sunlight shone. 

Like tender lote that cheers hearts crushed by many a wrong. 
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So, gliding onwards, sped the flcetinpr hours, 

Sontetimes in play, ’mill shady country lanes, 

Whose hed^e rows, dusky nook«, wild fruits, and flowers, 
Taught their own lessons for our future aiins. 

Oft, led hy a loved hand, we wandering strayed 
Through woodland glens, whose dim but verdant aisles 
Sh(twed light and shadow, as the sunbeams played 
'Mong leaves and lioughs, in strange, fantastic styles. 
Resembling chequered life’s alternate frowns and smiles. 

Loved were those lessons, for a gentle voice 
Taught that each tiny flower, the onk’s vast stem. 

The lark's sweet lay, the streamlet’s murmuring noise, 

A caroA sung pf wondrous love to men. 

Blest were those days, for on the virgin page « 

Of our young hearts were stamped the glorious signs, 
Which, learned. in youth, endure to hoary age. 

And whose effulgence through each period shines — 
Signs of the levs divine writ out in clearest lines. 

So, working on, our past experience shows 
That kindly deeds but strengthen duty’s hand ; 

That faith still lives, and love exultant throws 
O'er human hearts its sweet and holy band. 

Thus learn we ever, for our common school 

Is this fair world — the teachers, God and time ; ' 

The lessons these — that each his passions rule, 

And charity in word and action shine, 

That God himself is love, and love the law divine. 

TO* A SLEEPING INFANT. 

Dear budding blossom I thy young life 
Brings light and joy to many an eye. 

And hearts and hopes in thee are bound 
Together with a sacred tie ; 

For, while thy youthful mother bends 
To gase bpon thy features fair. 

Unconsciously to Heaven is breathed 
A mother's pure and holy prayer. 

And with her, in communi^^n sweet. 

On high thy father's thoughts ascend. 

That gracious blessings may on thee 
In rich and varied union blend. 

Thy innocence, and oh ! how bright 
The smile thy dreams in slumber bring. 

Illumined by a beam of light, 

Shed from thy guardian angelh wing ! 
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Oh ! may, dear hbae, that Miphty One, 
More fMiteut than angelic hand, 

Shield arid uiiatain, protect and guide, 

And lead thee with Hia loving hand ; 
May He be friend, may He he all, 

And more than language can proclaim ; 
HIh hoiinties, numberlesiK, exceed 
Whate'er thy parent's prayers may name. 


And as the years— Time's footprints— run. 
While changes mark their oealieless flight. 
May their touch softly circle thee» 

Ae with a robe of lurid ^ht : 

That, wrapt around thee, 'ume's stem hand 
May but unfold thy yoothftd leaves, 

And wreathe in garlands ronhd thy head 
The magic spell that beauty weaves. 

'f 


And onward, as thy days extend, 

Undim in'd and clear be thy might eye ; 
Thy sorrows —may they lightly pass. 

Like dark clouds in a summer sky. 

I know that life has proved to be 
,A scene of sunshine and of showers, 

Yet, oh ! may thou have smiles, not tears. 
Companions of thy waking hours. 


FIRESIDE MUSINGS, 


Here, by the cosy ingle-side, 

This winter evening I am sitting, 

While opposite, in her old chair. 

My aged mother plies her knitting. 

Outside I hear the rain-drops fall. 

And now and then the branches waving. 
Which, by the wind that's eddying past. 
Fantastic lullabies are raving. 

Just such a night when peace and love, 

• With downy pinions fair and shining, 

Oft bring unbidden thoughts to light 
Of joy and sadness intertwining. 

Oh ! it IS straiige, yet this we And, 

For happv hours some tinge orf sorrow. 

And in life's web see sombre hues 
That from the light more darkness borrow. 


We change with years, for trials show 
That youth's gay dreams ^re oft deceiving. 
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And hope’s fair phantom, that we chaae 
In vain, is still ns further leaving ; 

What high resolves, what lofty aims, 

hearts are fondly found maturing, 
To crown with fame an honest name. 

And leave it cherish’d and enduring. 

But Time's rough usage knowledge brings. 
With furrow'd hrows and scanty tresses. 
And gives the power that can unclasp 
Hypocrisy's oft-changing dresses ; 

Yet with this gift are blended thoughts 
Of sunny years, of brave endeavour — 

Of hopes built on life’s shifting sands, 

Now buried in the past for ever. 

We're wiser now— *fnr youth’s fond dream 
Has lost its freshness and its glory ; 

Yet honest hearts may victories win 
As brave as sung in ancient story. 

What grander triumph can we gain 
Than conquering self by self-denying 
What nobler deed than help to raise 
ITie sinning, suffering, and sighing ? 

Thus kindly love remembers still 

Oar brotherhood and common failings — 
When many fall, that we still stand 
Should make us chary in our railings. 

So let us live a manly life 

Of work — of faith in one another — 

With love f«>r*all, and scorning not 
Our ignorant or erring brother. 


THOMAS BEATON HUTCHISON CHRISTIE 

•• 

‘inTf^AS a native of Glasgow, and was born about 
1825. He received an excellent education, 
and was trained as an accountant. An elder brother, 
John Hutchison Christie, an engineer by profession, 
frequently forwarded verses to the newspapers signed 
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“ Christopher Delany,” and he was included amongst 
the local poets, whose productions were gathered by 
Janies Lemon, and entitled the “ Bards of St Mungo.” 
The younger brother, Thomas, essayed verse also, and 
signed his contributions “Ralph Delany.” This boyish 
freak he maintained throughout his career, and all his 
verses appear above that pseudonym. John emigrated 
to the United States, and died at Bridgeport, Connec- 
ticut. The younger brother went to Canada West, 
and was settled as a schoolmaster at Otonobee ; but 
after a year’s experience of Canadian life ho returned 
to Glasgow. He wrote tales and verse for the local 
press, and was a prominent member of the Lanarkshire 
Volunteers. He eventually emigrated to Queensland, 
Australia, and took a farm on the Logan River. 
During the fearful floods which sometimes rage in 
^hat remote colony, Mr Christie’s house and property 
were swept* away, and he had to live for three weeks 
under a bark hut which he extemporised. He came 
back to Brisbane, and commenced tuition at Ipswich. 
In 1869 he printed a volume of “Poems and Songs by 
Ralph Delany,” the first work of the* kind issued from 
the Queensland press. The Scottish national arms 
adorned the title-page. Mr Christie dedicated his book 
to Prince Alfred, “ Victoria’s Sailor Son,” who visited 
the Australian Colonies in 1867-68. In one of his 
numerous songs he pathetically croons upon a favourite 
theme, his beloved Scotland ; — 

“ My foot will never press again 
The heather on thy hills, 

And never more I’ll listen to 
The iniwic of thy rills. 

It inay be in this distant land 
I’ll fill a nanielesR ^rave : 

Yet a Hoiig to thee, old Scotland, 

I’ll waft across the wave.” 

The augury was prophetic, for after a visit to his 
sister in Melboifrne, he returned to Bundanba, and be- 
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coming seriously ill, he removed for medical treatment 
to Brisbane, where he died in 1879. He was a genial 
man, “ a kindly Soot,” and his demise was sincerely 
regretted. His last poem was his serio-comic verses — 
‘‘ Whaur do ye Come Frae T* In this he cleverly puts 
into droll juxtaposition some of the stale jibes against 
Scotland as well as many of the intrinsic virtues and 
peculiarities of the country. 


YB MAY BE HAPPY YET.* 

Ob ! dry yonr taarfu' e'e, lassie, 
Wbat*8 past an* ffane forgret— 

For time ^11 come wi’ healin' wing, 
An* ye’ll be happy yet. 

Oh I dinna think the warld is dark 
Thd* ae bricht star has set, 

An* Jo^ seems tint for evermair— 

Ye may be happy yet. 


He*s gane wha lo’ed ye weel, lassie, 
But dinna pine an* fret ; 

There's hearts as leal to lo'e ye still, 
An' ye'll be happy yet. 

The clouds that hide the mornin’ sun 
May pass afore it set ; 

Sae sorrow’s mist will slide awa’, 

An* ye’ll be happy yet. 


WHAUR DO YE COME FRAE? 


Oh ! ken ye the land o’ the thistle an’ docken, 

O’ farles «>* oat-cake, an* sheep’s-heid kale? 

Whaur wild deer are roamin’, whaur craps should he growin* — 
The land o’ the mist an’ the land o’ the Gael ? , « ' 

The land o’ the Bible, the mountain, and flor>d, 

O* hiitter-iiiilk, sneeshin’-Diills, brambles, an’ haws ? 

Whaur to whussle on Sunday’s consulered a sin. 

An* the carritch is taught wi’ the help o’ the tawse ? — 

That’s whaur 1 come frae. 


Oh ! ken ye the land whaur Loch Katrine, the peerless, 
Owerlook’d by Ben Ledi, is dimpled in smiles ? 

Ken ye the land whaur Loch Lomond, the lonely, 

^ars on its bosom its fairy-like isles ? 
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Ken ye the land o* Watt, Campbell, an’ Hawkie, 

The land o' the bagpipe, the kilt, an' the hose? 

The land thatgae birth to John Knox an’ Sir Wattie, 
The land o’ guid yill an' o' gran' Athol brose 
That’s whaur I come frae ? 

Oh ! ken ye the land that will aye bear the gtoe 
For masons, an’ gardeners, aa gleg engineers) 

For couthineas, kindness, an* keen common-sense, 

For doctors, an’ doctrine, an' second-sicht seers ? 

An’ ken ye the land o’ the^mutches an* mutehkins, 

0’ gills an’ o’ jails for the Faddy Brigade f 

0’ peat-reek an’ paitricks, het toddy, howtowdies, 

0’ partans an* tartans sae vivelv displayed ? — 

That’s whaar I oome »ae. 

Ken ye the kintra o’ parritob an* soor-dook ? 

O' bare-leggit lassies an* braid-baekit laddies ? 

The land o’ the teuchit, the peeseweep, "in’ salmon. 
Unrivalled for speldrins an’ fine Franqn baddies? 

Ken ye the land o’ the pease-scones an’ bannocks. 

The land o’ black cattle an* reid-bearded men ? 

The land o’ Kob Roy, an’ o’ that ither Bob 
Whase sangs are the best in the world, ye ken ?-- 
That’s whaar I oome frae. 

Oh ! ken ye the land o’ the hlne-bell an* gowan ? 

0’ Wallace the doughty, o’ Claver’se, an’ Bruce ? 

The land o’ the haggis, the heather, the herrin’, 

O’ brochan, an' bracken, an’ granite, an’ grouse ? 

Ken ye the land o’ Carlyle’s Ecclefeohan ? • 

I’hat builds the best steam-boats that sail on the seas f 

Whanr the women, when washin’, jump into the tub, 

An’ dance wi’ their coats kilted up to their knees ? — 
That’s whaur 1 oome frae. 

Ken ye the land where Sir Colin was cradled ? 

The land that the Romans ne’er conquered in war ? 

The land o’ hotch-potch, het sowens, an’ crowdie, 
WhoR^niotto runs proudly— “ Touch me gin ye daur?" 

’Tis the bonnietst, the bleakest, the best, an’ the brawest 
That ever was seen — wha shall say it is not 

Kens naething o’ parrjtch, or thistles, or whiskey — 

He earn’ nae frae it. Tis the land o’ laud o’ the Soot, 
An’ that’s whaur 1 come frae. 

NEW YEAR'S DAY IN THE BUSH. 

Come, sit ye doon, my cronies a’, 

For this is New Year’s Day ; 
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A.n* tho* we've troiihles, for a wee 
Let's fle^ dull care away. 

Sae fill yer up, my lade, 

A bumper lat it he — 

Here's ** 'Them we left ahint us,” lads. 
Far, far across the sea. 

I miss the bleezin’ fire, lads, 

I miss the frost an* enaw, 

An* the dear familiar faces — 

I tuisB them mair than a*. 

Whene’er I think on them, lads, 

The tears will blin' my e'e ; 

We’ll pledge them in a reamin’ glass — 
The' loved ones owre the sea ! 

For nev^r while we breathe, lads, 

In sorrow nr in mirth, 

Will we forget the dear aiild land — 
The land that ga*e ns birth. 

Then fill a^ain, an' fill them high, 
We'll drink wi’ three times three — 
“The land o’ cakes, an’ a’ that’s in ’t,” 
Far, far across the sea ! 


JOHN BARR. 

® F this gifted and genial writer in our vernacular 
tongue, we know little more than can be gleaned 
from his “Poems and Songs, Descriptive and Satirical,” 
published at Edinburgh in 1861, Ban* was a native of 
Paisley, and an engineer to trade. He emigrated in 
1852, and settled at South Craigic-leo, Otago. Mr Barr 
states in his preface to the volume referred to that he 
“ wrote most of the pieces in the evening after a day’s 
w’ork with the axe in clearing his ground ” “ Our 

Guidman’s Spree ” is printed in a temperance song-book 
without the author’s name, but it is included in Barr’s 
poems of 1861. 
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AULD HUGHIE’S WOOIN’. 

Auld Hugh keekit in at oor door — 

“ Pine nicht wi’ ye a’l’* quo’ he. 

Oh, come awa’, Hughie,’^ said mither, 

“ Ye’re juiet in guid time for yer tea. 

Draw in yon auld stole to the 6re, 

An’ gie us a screed o' yer news. 

I*m tauld ye hae been at Dunedin, 

An' gotten a mob o’ fine coos.* 

Then hey for the coos an' the heifers, 
An* hey for the lasses See braw. 

Gin ye dinna hae plenty o’ cattle, 

In coortin’ yer onanoe ’ill be sma’. 

’Deed, mistress, an’ that’s vety trne^-^ 

I hae gotten twal heifers an* ma^-* ; 

I bocht them frae IVfaister M'Cftymonti 
That comes frue the County o’ Ayr. 

He wantit ten poond for ilk’ heifer, 

An' £ had a terrible fauoht ; 

At the last, wi' fair fleecbin' an* priggin’, 

J gar’d him come doon to the ancnt. 

** But that's no’ my erran', guid ’oman, 

I'vt; got ither fish noo to fry. 

For I’m wantin’ a wifey, a young ane. 

To he^ to look aifter ma kye. 

There’s Jennie, yer dochter, I^ve noticed 
She’s weel-faurll an’ strang i’ the bane, 

An’ to tell ye the truth, honest luokie, 

I’m sick tired o’ bydin’ ma lane. . 

“ I canna pit up wi* yer laddies. 

That servants maun ba’e at their tail, 

For I maun ha’e ahe to sup parritch, 

Or tak a guid skinfu’ o’ kail. 

Yer leddies lie up wi* their heid^akes. 

The neist day they're wantin’ a goon, 

* An' syne they set aff on their traivels, 
in rakin’ the haill kintra roon’. 

** Noo, Jenny’s a guid haun’ at delvin’. 

Car whear sheep, or thrash wi’ a flail, 

An’ 1 ken that she's weel up to milkin’, 

An’ brakin' in kye to the bale." 

Weel, Hugiiie,” quo’ mither, " ye’ll get her, 
See, there is a shak o’ my haun* ; 

But, first, ye’ll iiiak ower till oor Jenny 
A'e half o’ yer siller an’ Ian’.’’ 
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Hugh lookit as bleart an a h owlet 
When ettlin* to glower at the sun : 

** Yae half o' my siller ! ” he echoed, 

** As weel as the half o' ma gran’ ? ’* 

Hugh 8pang*d frae the stule in a hurry, 

Like ane wha had gotten a fricht, 

** I’ll bid ye guid nicht a*,” he miiiiibled, 

For I maun gang hame while it’s licht ? 


OOR GUIDMAN’S SPREE. 

Oor auld guidman gaed to the toun 
To^sell nis pickle woo*. 

An* be cam back without a plack, 

Hie noodle reemin’ fou. 

An’ on the road he lost his wig 
As black as ony slae, 

Forbye a plaid 1 span mysel*. 

The best o’ hodden gray. 

Oh 1 weary on the barley<bree ! 

It brings baitb skaith an' scorn 

It mak’s us tine oor peace o’ min’, 
An’ wish we ne’er were born. 

Sae in h^ cam wi’ fearfu’ bang, 

An’ cowpit b^ the fire ; 

His coat was hingin' a' in rags, 

His nieves were fu* o’ mire. 

His cheeks were scarted richt an’ left 
Wi’ fa’in’ ’mang the whins. 

His nose forgather'd wi’ a stane, 

An* be had peeled his shins. 

Oh, weary, &o. 

“ Wae's me I ” I cried, “ 1 never thocht 
I e’er wad live to see 

My ain guidman in sic a plicht — 

Is this yer luve to me ? 

la this the gate to treat a wife 
Wha lo’es ye day an’ nicht ? 

The bairns are greetin’ i' their beds, 
A’maisthalf deid wi’ fricHt.” 

Oh, weary, &c. 

“ Get oot 1 ” quo* he, “ nor speak to me — 
I'll lea’ ye a’ the morn ! 

I’ll sell my nowt. I’ll sell my neeps, 

An’ a’ my here an’ corn. 
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Sae dinoa cheep anither word, 

But keep as quate’s a moose, 

Or — it’s a tack 1 I'll brak’ yer back, 

An’ syne I’ll fire the hoose 1” 

Oh, weary, &c., 

Wi' that he wambled to the floor, 

An' row’d upo’ the rug ; 

An* there he lay, till mornin’ gray, 
Beside his qollie dug. 

I aleepit nane that lee-lang nieht. 

My heart was like to break ; 

But Robin snored, while collie’e pawa 
Were claspit roun’ his neck I 

Oh, weary, Aa, 

But noo, it’s altered days, I trow ; 

I’m happier than a queen, ^ 

For ilka day is blytbe as May— 

We're gettin' snug an’ bien. 

But how this change baa eome aboot, 

I doot ye’ll aiblins guess T ~ 

0()r Robin's turn'd teetotaller. 

An’ winna taste ae gleas. 

Oh, weary on the barley-bree 
In bicker, stoup, or horn : 

It mak's us tine a’ peace o’ min'. 
An’ bauds us up to scorn. 

• 

RAB M‘GRAIN»B COURTSHIP. 

Auld Rab M’Grain fell deep in lore. 

An’ woo'd a bonnie lass — 

He had resolved to hae a wife, 

Whate’er mioht come to pass ; 

But Nannie wadna gie consent 
For a' his gowd an' gear. 

Syne, turnin^on her heel, she said — 

What Boria brocht ye here 

** What brochh me here f ' quo* sleekit Bab ; 

“ 'Twas your twa bonnie e’en ; 

I'm sick tired o' a single life, 

An’ o* my sister Jean — 

Her tongue gangs like a skillet bell. 

My hoose is gaun to wreck !” 

But Nannie leugh intil his face, 

An’ pointed to the sneck. 
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Her inither — she was weel content 
* That Nannie cleekit Rab, 

Altho’ his held was white as snaw. 

An' teethless was his gab ; 

An' aye she gi'ed the tither wink, 

An* aye anither frown ; 

At last she hush't in Nannie’s lug — 

** He's worth a tho(»san’ ponn’ !” 

Syne, ellppin* to the door ootbye, 

She left them baith their»lane, 

When Nannie thocht she rniclit dae wanr 
Than wed aold Rab M'Grain. 

Quo’ Bah at lf»t — ** 1 think, tna lass, 

Ye'll tak' me for yer man T — 

’’ I think I will, an' sane yer brass 
Will buy me a new pan !” 

** Aweel 1 aweel 1" groaned canny Rab, 

** 'Ihat may be whan I’m deid — 

Whan fowk are lyin’ i' the mools, 

Thcfy needna fash their heid 
Wba gets their wife or gets their gear — 
It tnak's bat little odds ; 

Sae ye may wed as sune’s ye like 
Whan I’m below the clods.” 

Th^ made their paction hnn an’ fast, 
Mess John be made it sure ; 

But Fortune will play kittle tricks 
In spite o' pith an' pow’r — 

For Nannie wore awa' the first, 

An' tint her spunk o’ life ; 

Noo Robin's on the hunt again, 

He wants anither wife ! 


A'TWA-HANDIT CRACK. 

MBS BOANDAL AND MRS> ENVY. 

S . — Sae Robin at last has got buckled — 

It’s been a sair strussel wi Rab ; 

Some say he has gotten a leddy, 

An' some say a pair silly drab. 

Some threep that she washes wi’ gloves on, 
An’ bakes wi’ n veil owre her face ! 

Did ye ever hear tell o’ the like o't? 

Losh me ! it's a pitifu’ case t 
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E , — Ay ! but ithera niainteen ahe’R nae le^dy, 

But has ower muckle pride in her skin — 

That her faither was just an an Id carter, 

An’ he was the best o* his kin. 

But Itobin, the suiiiph. Is enchanted, 

For love mak’s a puir bodie blin’ ; 

He’ll ken someth ini; better aboot it 
At the en' o' the daft hinnymuin. 

S, — Weel, I’se tell ye ae thing that they oIaiver*d, 
But didna belie v’t for a blink — 

Some hint that she cocks her weeffcrannie, 

In short, that she's gi’en to the drink. 

But ye inaunua lat on that I tauld ye» 

For clashin' I never could bide, 

•An’ I never speak ill o* my neeborS'-r 
That’s kent thro’ the haill kintra-exde. 

E. — They blaw 'twaa an' unco fine wad<..in', 

Wi’ ilka thing gratin' an’ genteel, 

For they borrow'd Miss Skirlin's piano. 

An’ syne rumbl’d thro* a qiiadreel. 

They had siller forks set at the supper — 

They inicht ha’e been daein' wi’ less ; 

But they werena their aiu, I can tell ye — 

Vvliaur they cam* frae ye brawly can guess. 

S. — Bid ye hear hoo puir Bab was affiontit? 

At caiviii’ a turkey he’d strive. 

But he Hang dotm the knife in a passion, 

An’ yokit to rug an’ to rive. 

The stuftin’ cum’ ot»t like pluin>parritch 
When liohin the legs o’t wad thraw ; 

An’ he roar'd — “Gude he here ! yer fine turkey 
Has never been guttit ava !” 

K. — T)o ye ken gin it's true '»he's pock-inarkit ? 

Yet what aboot that tho* she be ? 

They say that her niither cried “ Herrin’," 

But that maun be surely a lee. 

Hoots ! I never could bear to hear clashin’, 

• An’ never was gi'en till’t niysel' — 

Ye’ll be gaun to the kirk, Mrs Scandal — 

Weel, there's the first clink o' the bell 1 
• 

CLASHIN’ JENNY TINKLER. 

Oh, clashin’ Jenny Tinkler, yer tongue gangs like a bell ; 

For tellin’ lees an’ raisin’ strife, ye neat Auld Nick hiiusel’. 

Ye weel deserve to ride the slang, or get a dousin’ pJuiujf), 

Firm stappit in a wushiii’-boyiie, an’ on ye ca’ the pump. 
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Ohy elashin' Jenny Tinkler, ye ha’e a fearfn’ tongue, 

For it can wa^- at baith the end» — it’8 in the inidrile hung : 
Five hnnderleee an ouk, or mair, t^kaills oot o' yer auld gab, 
An’ ilka ane is sharp an' keen, an’ gie’s a mortal stab. 

Ohj clashiii’ Jenny Tinkler, come, tell us a’ the news 
O’ ilka lass that should be wed, or wha’s lieeri on the booze, 

An’ wha's gat ower thk lugs in ilebt wi’ his '.xpensive wife ; 
There’s nane desciii)e8 sae weel as you, or paints it to tlie life. 

Oh, clashin* Jen^ Tinkler, yer saintship is a sham, 

An’ ye’re the last should speak o’ drink that likes sae weel a 
dram. 

T wish it was yer only fau’t, for that I could forgi’e ; 

But ye bae ane 1 winna name, or some fowk tell a lee. 


DONALD M^EOD 


yilVERITS a place in the roll of Scottish poets on 
account of his skill in translating (hielic 
poetry into English verse. He is the younger 
sou of a Highland clergyman — the Rev. Norman 
M‘Leod — who left Scotland fur America in 1816, and 
was ordained a Vresbyterian minister in Ohio. He 
afterwards settled in Nova Scotia, where the subject of 
our notice was born, and cducat»‘(l under his father’s 
tuition. Donald McLeod becaine a ct)inpetent Gaelic 
scholar, and as he grew up to mMn[K)od he held a com- 
mission as captain in the Oaiiadiaii volunteers, and 
was likewise appointed to the mayistracy in his 
district. His father had an attached cungj-egation of 
clansmen, to whom he regularly preached in Gaelic. 
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As their holdings skirted the sea const, the children of 
that Highland community became hardy and expert 
fishermen and sailors, and an opportunity was afforded 
them of exemplifying this trait in a remarkable degree. 
A succession of bad harvests and other reverses had 
pre-disposed the M ‘Lends to remove from their bleak 
location to a more favourable climate, and hearing of 
the gold discoveries in Australia, and of the fertility 
of its soil, they determined upon emigrating thither. 
With the characteristic ardour of their race^ they 
built their own vessel with timber from their own 
land, and named her “ The Margaret.*’ With their 
beloved pastor and his family on baisird. these modern 
Argonauts sailed for tlie great S6u|rhern Land about 
the close of 1851, and navigated the vessel therusolvcs. 
1’hey jirrivcd in safety at Adelaide, but did not remain. 
''Fhey next voyaged to Melbourne, but left it also as 
\«isuitable. Finally they reached New Zealand, the 
climate of which was more congenial, and not so 
oppressively hot as that of Australia. Sir George 
Grey, the governor, was so deeply impressed with the 
value of such model emigrants that he gave them on 
advantageous terms a grant of land at Waipu, about 
70 miles distant from Auckland. There the M‘Leods 
disembiu'ked, settled, and built their village, and their 
minister prelected to his flock in their native Gaelic 
till his death hi 1866. 

Donald MTjeod published at Auckland in 1859 a 
translation of the “ Spiritual Poems ’* of Dngald 
Buchyftiiiiw Probably this was the first time that 
Buchanan’s poems had .appeared in an Knglisli dress. 
The translator acquitted his task well, and, by the 
medium of his version, the obscure Highland catechist 
will favourably compare with Pollok, Glynn, and 
Montgomery. His poem on the “Day of Judg- 
ment ” is a grand conception. In a series of Dantesque 
pictures, he disp]ays, from a Calvinistic point of view, 



292 


MODERN SCOTTISH POETS. 


the awful day of doom, and the aolenm audit of the 
souls who sojourned on the earth. Some of the lines 
linger in the memory. Thus : — 

“Fierce fenuenting wreathe <>f eridlesi^ flame.’* 

** Bound on a brimstone ocean in a blaze, 

Like limpets clinging to a rocky ledge, 

’Mid boiling foam, with God's eternal wrath 
Swellin^^ the ocean in tunmltuous waves 
O’er thmr devoted heads. ” 

Again, a Scriptural conceit, which is finely turned, 
occurs in “ A Prayer to the Almighty : — 

“ Before Thy pure, Thy clear omniscient eye. 

The brightest planet is not wholly clean.” 

Donald M‘Leod removed to Adelaide about I860, 
and having been prepossessed with the first view of, 
the place, lie resolved on settling there. • He adoptSl 
journalism as his profession, and wrote several local 
and patriotic songs, whicii were set to music. He 
removed to Melbourne about 186S, and pursued the 
same precarious career of journalism. In 1866 he was 
employed on a suburban paper, the (JolUngwood 
Observer, along with our correspondent, Mr T. L. 
Work, who wrote a long and interesting critique dn 
McLeod’s translation in that paper, which is almost the 
only ,one in Melbourne where Scottish subjects are 
discussed and treated in a satisfactory manner. It 
has been long and ably conducted by Mr James Mac- 
alpine Tait, son of the celebrated Glasgolv liadical, 
John Tait, who wrote under the pseudonym of “ Simeon 
Clyde.” Mr M‘Leod also publisiied an account of the 
young industries of Melbourne in 1872 ; bjit after ex- 
periencing many of the vicissitudes attendant upon 
colonial newspaper life, ho left for New Zealand about 
1877, probably for the old settlement at Waipu, and 
nothing further has been heard of liim. 
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AUSTRAL I.A.NT'JANTHEM. 

Let Australia’s prayer be 
For^peace and lonf? prosperity. 
And freedom from all tyranny — 
Her*children*8 highestlprize. 

Ijet the future searching? eye 
Mark her destiny from hi^h— 

A nursery, whence rings the cry 
Of nations yet to rise. 

Resting bright in ocean smiles. 
Circled by her countless isles, 
Wealthy plains and moantslp i^les 
Her treasures prone disj^lay ; 

On: the surface, under^grodn^ 

Over meadow, over mnundf 
Boundless ''riches swell tbeground 
In wonderful array. 

Bee ! her legions amply fed, 

Bee ! her commerce widely spread. 
See ! her laden)Shipping, sped 
To every distant clime. ^ 
Enterprise, with giant stride, 

Leads the van on every side. 

Mows the forest, rules the tide. 
With energy sublime. 

Throes of empires heave amain, 
Kingdoms in advancing train 
Dazzle the prophetic brain 
In glorious vision shewn. 

Raise the joyful, grateful song, 
Loud the anthem notes prolong — 
Hail, Australia I young and strong, 
Our beautiful— our own ! 


THE HERO. 

(From the Gaelic of Dugald Buchanan). 

9 

No hero*he of^Macedon, 

Nor Ceesar of imperial Rome, 

Who, tho’ triumphant o’er the world. 
Were slaves to their own lusts at home. 

’Tis not heroic to delight ' 

InJfWar and rapine’s ruthless hate ; 
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The champion foreniost in the hfi^ht 
Is often not the truly great. 

Ah, no ! The Hero is that man 
Who vanquishes the fear of life 
And dread of death — he who fulfils 
* His duties all in peace or strife ; 

Who ne'er recoils with guilty awe ^ 

From conscience waken’d, hut will hear 
Its keen reproach in calm repose, 

Nor close his mind to justice clear. 

The Hero he who 8u*hjugates 

His will to reason’s rightful sway, 
Compelling rebel thoughts to .yield. 

And rank in orderly array. 

When on his conch he seeks to rest, 

His virtues will be ample guard^ 

(Like soldiers who protect their king), 
And perfect safety his reward. 

His soul is stedfast as a rock, 

Unblanch’d with terror is his look, 

His eye is wakeful, keen, anil clear. 

And can detect the baited hook. 

Wake, oh, my soul Lthy arms prepare 
To emulate this Hero’s life — 

In low subjection curb thy lusts, 

And' rale thy inward realm of strife. 

> 

Have every aim beyond the sky — 

Poor is thy portion ’neath the sun ; 
Consider earth a sandy mound,. 

And men as ants that o’er it run. 

When mankind thou obse^vest thus, *• 
Collect thy thoughts, and then enjoy 
Thy inward happiness and wealth. 
Without an end, without alloy. 


THE WINTER OP LIFE. 

(From the Gaelic of JMigald Buchanan.) 

Young man ! in thy prowess, list unto this truth- 
Neglect not thy season, the suiumer of youth ; 
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Give oter thy idling, thy foolish career, 

Kre sickness and age, witli their hardships, appear — 

Those scouts of eternity. Death’s ghastly crew. 

For these are behind thee, and swiftly pursue ; 

If one overtake thee, then quickly thou'lt mourn. 

For thy joy aiul thy gladness to sorrow shall tarn. 

Old age lies in ambush to wound unawares. 

And cover thine eyesight with filmy thick layers. 

To ploiigh thy face deeply with furrows of years— 

The hoar-frost, regardless of pity and tears* 

Shall wither thy locks, and, with progress unseen, 

Turn fresh ruddy looks to the death hoe of green, 

That neither bright sun nctr soft thaw will remove, 

Nor hi^ience nor art e'er affect or improve. 

If thy yciuth be unruly, thy lusts without check. 

They will grow and o’erconie thee, and. make thee a wreck ; 
In thy frail wither’d age far too strong to subdue 
When too late you begin their subjection anewj 
The twig that yon pluck not when feeble and small, 

You cannot pull out when grown stately and tall ; 

As the branches and foliage extend overhead, 

The roots underground in proportion will B(>read. 

Thy life is uncertain — each moment may bring 
Thy painful last sickness with death on its wing. 

Be. diligent, therefore, securing thy peace, 

Ere thy soul, unprepared, gets its final release. 


OSSIAN MACPHERSON. 

'^T'HIS true native of the Highlands was bom at 
•J^a^enoch, Inverness-shire, about 1818. Very 
little of his early liistory is known. Some biographical 
particulars are aj)pendcd to his “ Song on Shinty,” re- 
printed from a countrj^ paper in the Australauan in 
1864. He stated that he recited the stanzas at a 
convivial meeting of the “London Club of True High- 
landers ” in 1 842, after a stiffly contested game of 
shinty, in Inch he had as an opponent the redoubtable 
Tom Slaving, pugilistic champion of England, and that 
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Tom lamed him in a scrimmage There were present 
on the occasion Admiral Sir ('harles Napier, John 
Wilson (the Scottish vocalist), Robert Rums, junior 
(son of the bard), the venerable George Thomson 
(correspondent of Bums), and others ; and Mr Mac- 
pherson plaintively presumed he was the only survivor 
of that gay party. When he arrived in Australia it 
would be hazardous to conjecture, but he had been 
acting as a schoolmaster in the western district of 
Victoria for many years. He was a frequent contri- 
butor to the local papers — the Hamilton Spectator and 
Coleraine Albion. Maepherson resided at Redruth, a 
township near the Falls of the Waunon. One of his 
poems, “ The Grave in the Bush,” became exceedingly 
popular, on account of the catholicity of its sentiment 
and the interest whicli pertains to the sad fate of ^ 
pioneers of the Australian continent, perishing of thi^sif 
in the vast solitudes of the bush. He also wrote some 
striking verses on the Burke and Wills Exploring Ex- 
pedition, which had a tragic termination. In this 
poem he deprecated the removal of their bones from 
the place where the explore»s had died, and counselled 
the erection of a monument over their remains, as a 
memorial of their endurance — “pointing to a new-born 
land.*’ Mr Maepherson \vas very erratic in his mode 
of life ; sometimes he would be full of joviality, a wel- 
come guest at every social splore, and at other times 
as austere and abstemious as an anchorite. Latterly 
he abjured human society altogether, and took up his 
residence in a cavern behind the Waunon Falls, and 
here, in this romantic and almost inaccessible retreat, 
he died about 1874. Many persons imagined that 
Maepherson's Pagan prenomen was an assumed one, 
but he invariably maintained that it was his real 
name, and all his verses are signed accordingly. He 
lived and died in Victoria as Ossian Maepherson ; but 
he was not the only one who had tte same antique 
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Celtic name, for another Highlander in the district 
claimed it — only the electoral registrar bungled the 
name by liaving it regularly printed thus — Ocean 
Anderson. 


HJELAN’ SHINTY. 

(let; up, get up, ilk Hielan* wight, 

The cloudH are aff, the morn is bright ; 

Sae seize your camach, grasp it tight, 

An’ haste awa’ to shinty. 

Then drain the quaich>— 611 again ; 
Loudly blaw a martial strain, 

A n’ weloome gie wi* might an* main 
To guid auld Hielan* ^inty. 

Quick ! strip yer claes to kilt an* sark, 

Wi' wistfu* e'en beware the mark. 

An’ shins look out for ruefii’ wark 
This day at Hielan* shinty. 

Then drain, &c. 

But, see ! the ha* 6ees ower the dale. 

Now high, DOW low, now on the gale. 

Back ami fore, now gains the ** hail” — 
Weel done for Hielan* shinty I 
Then drain, &c. 

An* see ! for gleg amid the din. 

Like deer ahint the ha’ they rin, 

Wi’ mony an’ honest social grin 
f'or gnid auld Hielan’ shinty. 

Then drain, &c. 

It’s ower ! for high ’msng a* the fun 
The piper’» l)laBt proclaims it’s done ; 

The battle isi^haith lost and won 
Thih d.iy^attHielan* shinty. 

The*! drain, Ac. 

An’ now wi’ social mirth an’ glee 
To end the sport we a* agree — 

Wi’ usquebagh or barley-bree 
Well drink to Hielan’ shinty. 

*Then drain, &c. 
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Ha^te, piper I quick ! mair loudly blaw ! 
We’ll keep it up, baith f^reat an* siua’, 
We’ll dance it out till tnornin’ craw — 

It’s a’ for Hielan* shinty. 

Then drain, &c. 

An’, by my sooth 1 wi’ grill an’ stoup, 

Wi*' Hielan* mirth an* festive loup, . 

WeTl sen* anld care to Davie’s roup 
This day at Hielan’ shinty. 

Then drain, &c. 

But may we a’ wha now are met. 

Till Nature claims her final debt, 

Be aye resolved ne'er to forgret 
Our ancient Hielan’ shinty. 

Then drain the quaich— fill a^ain, 
An* loudly blaw a rousin’ strain, 

An* welcome gie wi’ niicbt an’ main 
To guid auld Hielan’ shinty. 


THE GRAVE IN THE BUSH. 

There’s a grave in the bush 
Where the foot seldom strays ; 

*Tis a grave almost hid 
From humanity’s gaze. 

Rank and sickly the g'i’asB 
Waves and spreads o’er the mound, 

And the silence of death 
Is unbroken around. 

Oh 1 there’s nobody knows 
Who ’tis here lies at rest : 

*Twas a wanderer who died. 

By thirst sore oppress’d. 

He was laid ’neath the sod, 

Near the spot where he fell ; 

Who he iffos — what he was ? • 

There was no one to tell. 

I have sought far and wide* 

For a friend that 1 hive ; 

I have prayed for HuccesH 
From the pure throne above. 

In the crowd L have sought 
For his bold manly face ; 

But his features and form 
X could never yet trace. 
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Yeara have roll’d since we met, 
But not one single word — 
Whether sleeping in death, 

Or alive — hsve we heard. 

Oft his poor mother writes — 
Have you heard of my son V* 
But what can 1 r^ly ¥ 

Hope is dead — ^1 have none. 

Oh ! sad feelings arise 
*Mid the silence and gloom. 

As I think — My poor friend 
May have here found a tomb 1 
Not a hand stretched to aid, 
None to hear his last breath, 
As he sank to the earth 
In the slumber of death. 

Yes, perhaps in this lair — 

This lone dismal spot, 

His bleach’d, wastea bones 
In sad silence may rot. 

For no mark meets the gaze 
Of my eager*strained eyes, 

To record who it is 
That here mouldering lies. 

So ! sleep all alone ; 

But whoever thou art, 

From my memory thy grave 
Never more shall dep^. 

’Mid the solitude stem, 

’Mid the calm evening air, 

I will give thee a tear, 

I will offer a prayer : — 

‘*,Oh ! Great Father of all, 

Deign to listen to me ; 

’Tis a weary, worn worm 
Who petitions to Thee, 

In Thy pity the soul 
Of this stranger to save — 

Ob ! bury his sins 
In his desolate grave t” 


CHILDREN OF SCOTIA, BOLD AND BRAVE!* 

Children of Scotia, bold and brave ! 

Sons of the land beyond the wave, 


The Coleraine Caledonian Society's Gathering, 1809. 
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Awake, and to the field away — 

*Tis Oaledonia'a holiday. 

Shake off the shaduwa of the nieht — 
This 18 the day for bloodleaa fight ; 
Fling to the winds all thoughts of care, 
On I — to the battle-field repair. 

Hark, to the spirit-stirring sound — 

The jpibroeh’a notes are swelling round. 
Wild floating o'er the summer gale. 
High o'er the bill, far through the vale. 
Away ! It Is the gath'ring strain, 

A sound that ne’er was heard in vain ; 
Tho* far away, across the deep. 

The soul of D490tland must not sleep 1 

Oh, no 1 tho' far from that loved spot, 



But wake that pibroch's thrilling cry, 
Where is the Scottish bosom then 
But wanders home to hill or glen ? 

And days like this but call to mind 
Scenes deep in memory entwined. 

Ho, gather 1 then, in friendly fray, 

In healthful strife, in bright array ; 

Nor cannon's roar, nor sword, nor spear. 
Find place amid the combats here — 

The fight will he a festive scene. 

No red will stain the meadow green ; 

The shout, or laughter's joyous ring. 

Will mark the strife that here shall spring 

Ho, gather ! hark, the pibroch shrill 
Awakes the echoes on each hill ; 

The combat waits, the strife begin ! 

Ho ! gather to the glorious din. 

Awake at Caledonia’s call ; 

Come from the hut, come from the hall. 
On to the field, away, away ! 

'Tis Caledonia's holiday. 
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JAMES KNOX. 

© F this pleasing poet absolutely nothing is known 
save what can be gleaned from his publication, 
“Poetic Trifles,*’ published at Hobart, Tasmania, in 
1838. A retrospect of fifty years is a long period for 
the constantly changing conditions of colonial life, and 
Knox appears 'to have experienced a more than ordin- 
ary share of oblivion ; for even in a recent “ History 
of Tasmania,** in the appendix to which a bibliography 
of books* printed in that island is given, no mention is 
made of Knox’s little volume. The only man who 
could have given information was the printer, William 
Gore Elliston (a son of the celebrated comedian, pro- 
prietor of the Courier^ a defunct daily newspaper), who 
died in Hobart some years ago. Mr Knox’s verses are 
sbaracterised by taste and feeling, and evince consider- 
able culture tor one pent in that penal settlement. 
Ho alludes in one of his poems to the struggles for 
religious liberty made by xhe Scottish covenanters, 
but otherwise there is no indication of his native 
land. It has been stat(^ that Dirleton is the scene 
of his tender verses on “The Village Green;” but 
this statement requires confirmation. 

THE UNRECORDED GRAVE. 

Oh ! pas8 but lightly o’«r the Kod— 

Tie Httcred groiiml we tread. 

, Where on the flowers, like ht>iy tears, 

'i'he dewH-their lustre shed ; 

And where yon sad funereal tree 
Its lonely ^vigil keeps, 

Beneath the clustering violet’s bloom, 

. The unrecorded sleeps. 

Perchance his mother’s memory dwells 
U pon her offspring now ; 

Percl lance she deems once more her lips 
May«pre8s his pallid brow ; 
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PerchaDce unshaken yet remains 
Some gentle beioK^a trust — 

Alas ! that earthly hopes ami loves 
Should thus be doom'd to dust. 

He left hirt home with prayers and tears, 
But prayers ami tears, how vain ! 

For round that hearth there wants a link 
Of that fair houMehol<l chain ; 

But though it was a stranger land 
Beheld bis setting stin, 

Oh 1 there are faithful hearts that shrine 
The unrecorded one. 

THE VILLAGE GREEN. 

Oh, yen 1 we do remember well 
The happy childhood's hours, 

When, free from care, and full (»F joy, 

We sought the woodland flowei'i, 

And to our young companions told 
Of blossoms we had seen — 

Pouring our new*fouud treasures forth 
Upon the village green. 

And when onr mothers calleiUis home, 
Because 'twas even-time, 

How we entreated oft to stay 
And bear the warning chime ' 

Then for the iiiorniug forming |jlans 
More gay than yet had been. 

We parted with a s>i.ile of joy 
Upon the village green. 

Though in a far and distant Ian*!, 

Through mingled good and ill, * 
Those happy times— that happy place — 
Cling bo our memory still ; 

Ami though a dark and saddening thought 
May sometimes intervene, , 

It cannot cast a gloomy shad'e 
Upon our village green. 
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JAMES BRUNTON STEPHENS. 

IIVROBABLY there is no Australian writer more 
llv quoted for felicitous phrase and verse, illus- 
trative of the scenery and characteristics of the great 
Southern Island, than Brunton Stephens. Indeed, 
Julian Thomas (better known under his pseudonym of 
“ The Vagabond ”) seldom writes concerning his 
wanderings in the bush without impressing some 
couplet or line of the Brisbane bard to eke out his 
own picfuresque prose- And yet Stephens is a Scots- 
man born and bred, although from his verse tbe fact 
would not be gleaned that the clevexest poet of the 
colonies is a native of ** Caledonia stem and wild.*’ 
Mr Stephens* biography is soon told. He was bom at 
Borrowstoimuess, Linlithgowshire, in 1835. He at- 
tftiided Edinburgh University and obtained honours. 
On completing his studies, he accepted the position of 
tutor to the son of a wealthy gentleman, and with his 
pupil travelled for a period of three years through France, 
Italy, Egypt, the Holy Land, and Turkey. He was 
next employed for six years as assistant master in 
an academy at Creenock, In 1866 Mr Stephens emi- 
grated to Queensland, and engaged in private tuition. 
Eventually he entered the service of the Education 
Department, and was appointed head-teacher of the 
Ashgrove School. Finally, when his talents had be- 
cqrne fully known and recognised, he was transferred 
to a-alo^kship in the Colonial Secretary’s Office at 
Brisbane, which position he still retains. 

Mr Stephens, shortly after his arrival in the 
■colonies began to contribute verse to the two leading 
weekly newspapers, the Australasian and the Queens- 
lander^ one published in Melbourne, and the other in 
Brisbane. It was at once seen that a new poet had 
come to cast in Jiis lot in Australia. His iirst publica- 
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tion, “ The Black Gin, and other Poems,” was issued 
in 1873. The “ black gin” is the aboriginal native's 
wife, and some of the poet's apostrophes are ludicrous 
in the extreme. Thus : — 

**Thy Dose appeareth hut a tratiH verse section, 

Thy mouth hath no particular direction — 

A nabby-rimuj'd abyss of imperfection. 

*'Thy skull develofiment mine eye displeases, 

Thou wilt not suffer much from brain diseases ; 

Thy facial angle forty-five degrees is. 

**The coarseness of thy tresses is distressing, , 

With grease and raddle firmly coalescing ; 

1 cannot laud thy system of top-dressing, 

** Thy dress is souiewhat scant for proper feeling. 

As is thy flesh, too — scarce thy hones concealing ; 

Thy calves unquestionably want re-i;ea^ing.” 

His next publication was The Godolphin Arabian,” 
and lastly, in 1885, he published “ Convict Once, acd 
other Poems.” “Convict Once” is the plaint of a 
woman who had been imprisoned in the old country, 
and came out to Australia to begin a new career as a 
schoolmistress. She is young and impressionable, and 
falls ill love with the sweetheart of one of her scholars, 
Kaymond Trevelyan by name. Her love is returned, 
and happiness seems awaiting her, when her previous 
history becomes known, and the engagement is broken 
off. Her agony, terrible remorse, and craving for 
death are delineated with much force. In the deep 
and sombre solitudes of the Australian bush .^he 
wails : — . * 


**Oh, for the seal Twere so easy to cease in its yielding 
embraoement, * 

Caught like a rain-drop, and merged in the hugeness of infinite 
rest ; 

Only the laugh of a ripple, o’erbubbling the dimpled displace- 
ment, 

Then the great level of calm, and the hush of the passionless 

breast. 
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Curse on those undulous pastures, and far-vistaM woods, un- 
availing, 

Scant of contiguous umbrage, unmeet for the tomb that I crave ; 
Oh 1 for the dark-curtained sleep of the sea, for her kindly, un- 
failing 

End of all dolorous things in the bliss of the kiss of the wave.” 

** Have I not borne to the full che pangs of my terrible sentence ? 
Shall there no harvest arise from this plentiful penitent rain ?” 

Mr Stephen's humorous pieces are written in a free 
and facetious style, full of droll images and laughter- 
evoking equivoques. Like Tom Hood, Stephen has 
also his moods of earnestness, and his serious poems 
are perhaps the best emanations of his muse. His 
later productions show increasing strength, and afford 
evidence that even riuer results of his genius and ex- 
quisite taste ill word-painting may be looked for. 
“My other Chinee Cook,” and “Drought and 
Dgctrine,” we quote from “Australian Ballads and 
Rhymes,” selected and edited by a well known and 
popular poet, Douglas B. W. Sladen, B.A., Oxon. ; 
B.A., LL.D., Melbourne, Australia — one of the most 
interesting of Mr Walter Scott^s charming and valuable 
series of volumes, entitled “ The Canterbury Poets.” 

MY OTHER CHINEE COOK. 

Yes, I got anotuer Johnny ; but he was to Number One 
As a Satyr to Hyperion, as a rushlight to the sun ; 

He was ]azy, ho was cheeky, he was dirty, he was sly, 

Buu he had a single virtue, and its name was ** rabbit-pie.’' 

Now those who say the bush is dull are not so far astray, 

For the neutral tints of station life are anything but gay ; 

But, with all its unevenffulness, I soleiiitily deny 
That the bush is unendurable along with rabbit-pie. 

We had fixed one day to sack him, and agreed to moot the point, 
When iny lad should bring our usual resale of cindered joint. 

But instead of cindered joint we saw and smelt, my wife and I, 
Such a lovely, suclivu beautiful, oh 1 such a rabbit-pie ' 
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There was quite a new expression on his lemon-coloured face, 
And the unexpected odour won him temporary crace, 

For we tacitly postponed the sacking point till by-and-bye, 

And we tacitly said nothing save the one word, rabbit-pie." 

1 had learned that pleasant mystery should simply be endured, 
Aud forebore to ask of Johnny where the rabbits were procured ! 
1 had learned from Number One to stand aloof from how and 
why, 

And f threw myself upon the simple fact of rabbit-pie. 

And when the pie was opened, what a picture did we see ! 

“They lay in beauty side by side, they filled onr home with glee!” 
How excellent, how succulent, back, neck, and leg, and thigh ; 
What a noble gift is manhood ! what .o. trust is rabbit-pie 1 

For a week the thing continued, rabbit-pie from day to day ; 
Though where he got the rabbits John would ne’er vouchsafe to 
say; 

But we never seemed to tire of them, and daily could descry 
Subtle shades of new delight in each successive rabbit-pie. 

Sunday came; hy rabbit reckoning, the seventh day of the week; 
We had dined ; we sat in silence, both our hearts (?) too fuj^to 
speak ; 

When in walks Cousin George, and, with a sniff, says he, “Oh my I 
What a savoury suggestion ! what a smell of rabbit-pie I” 

“Oh, why so late, George?” says my wife, “ the rabbit-pie is gone; 
But you must have one for tea, though. Ring the bell, my dear, 
for John.” e 

So I rang the bell for John, to whom my wife did signify, 

“ Let us have an early tea, John, and another rabbit-pie.’’ 

But John seemed taken quite aback, and shook his funny head. 
And uttered words [ comprehended no more than the dead ; 

“ Go, do as you are bid,” I cried, “ we wait for no reply ; 

Go ; let us have tea early, and another rabbit-pie !” 

Oh, that T stopped hail his answer ! But it came out with & I'un* 
“ Last-a week-a plenty puppy ; this-a week-a puppy* done !” 

•lust then my wife, my love, mv life, the apple oi miTie eye. 

Was seized with what seemed “ mal-de-mer” — “sick transit” 
rabbit-pie ! * 

And George ! by George, he laughed, and then he, howled like 
any bear ! 

The while my wife contorted like a mad convulsionaire ; 

And L-'l rushed on Johnny, and I smote him hip and thigh, 

And 1 never saw him mure, nor tasted more of rabbit-pie. 
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And the childless mothers met me, as I kicked him from the door, 
With loud maternal wailin^H* and anathemas ^jalore ; 

1 must part with pretty I’iny, I must part with little Fly, 

For I'm sure tiiey know the story of the so-called rabbit-pie. 


DROUGHT AND DOCTRINE. 

Gome, take the tenner, doctor. . . . Tes, I know the bill 
says “five,'* 

But it ain’t as jif you’d merely kep* our little un alive ; 

Man, yon saved the mother’s reason when you saved that baby’s 
life. 

An' it’s thanks to yim I hav’n’t a ravin’ idiot for a wife. 

Let me teM you all the stoi-y, an’ if then you think it strange 
That I’d like to fee you extry— why. I’ll take the. Mooinin' change ; 
If the bill had said a hundred. . . I’m a poor man, doc., an* 
yet 

I’d ’a slaved till I had squared it ; ay, still been in yer debt. 

Well, you see, the wife's got notions on a heap o’ things that ain’t 
To be handled by a man as don’t pretend ti> be a saint ; 

So I minds “ the cultivation,’' smokes my pipe, an' makes no stir. 
An’ religion, an’ such p’iiit^, I lays entirely on to her. 

N«v, she got it fixed within her that, if children die afore 
They’ve been sprinkled by the parson, they’ve no show for ever- 
more ; 

An’ though they’re spared the pitchforks, an’ the brimstone, an’ 
the smoke, 

They ain’t allowed to mix up there with other little folk. 

So, when our last began to pirn , an’ lost his pretty smile. 

An' not a parson to be had v. fthin a h aidor mile— • 

Well, when our yet uiichristened mite grew limp, an’ thin, an’ 
pale. 

It would 'a cut yi)n to the heart to liear tho mother wail 
About her “ unregeuotate babe,” an’ how if it sliould go 
’Twould have n chance with them as had their registers to show. • 
Then awful quiet she grew an’ hadn t spoken for a week. 

When in came brother Bill one day with news from Bluegrass 
Creek. 

“ I see*,” says he, “ a notice i»n the chapel railin’ tied ; 

They'll have service thene this evenin’ — can the youngster stand 
the ride ? 

For we can’t have parson here, if it be true as I’ve heard say 
There’s a dyin’ man as w%nts him iiior’n twenty miles away ; 

So ” he Jhadn’t time to finish ere the child was out of beil 

With a shawl about its body, an’ a hood upon its head. 

“Saddle up,” the iiiissiis said. I did her Iiiddin’ like a bird. 
Perhaps 1 thought it ft»olish, but I never said a word. 

•We started on our two hours’ ride beneath a burning s«im, 

With Aunt Sal ani^Bill for sureties to renounce the Evil One ; 
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An’ a bottle in Sal’s basket that was labelled “ Fine Old Tom ’* 
Held the water that regeneration was to follow from. 

For Bluegrass Creek was dry, as Bill that very day had found, 
An’ not a sup o’ water to be had for miles around*; 

So, to make salvation sartin for the baby's little soul, 

We had filled a dead marine, sir, at the family water-hole ; 
Which every f«>rty rods or so Sal raised it to her head. 

An’ took a snifter, ** Just enough to wet her lips,” she said ; 
Whereby it came to pass that when we reached the chapel door 
There was only what would serve the job, an’ deuce a dribble 
more. 

The service had begun — we didn’t like to carry in 
A vessel with so evident a carritur for gin, 

So we left it in the porch, an’, havin’ done our level best. 

Went an’ owned to lieing “ miserable offenders ” withcthe rest ; 
An’ nigh upon the finish, when the parson had been told 
That a lamb was waiting there to be admitted to the fold, 
Kememberin’ the needful, I gets up an' quietly slips 
To the porch — to see a swagsman with our bottle to his lips. 

Such a faintness came all over me, you might have then and 
there 

Knocked me down, sir, with a feather, or tied me with a hair. 
Doc., 1 couldn’t speak or move ; an' though I caught the beggar’s 
eyci w 

With a wink he turned the bottle bottom up an’ drank it dry ; 

An’ then he flung it from him, being suddently aware 
That the label on’t was merely a deloosion an’ a snare ; 

An’ the crash cut short the people in the middle of A-men, 

An’ all the congregation heard him holler, Sold again I*” 

So that christ’nin’ was a failure ; every water flask was drained, 
Kven the monkey in the vestry not a blessed drop contained ; 

An’ the parson in a hurry cantered off upon his mare, 

Leavin’ baby unregenerate an’ missus in despair. 

That night the child grew worse, but my care was for the wife, 

1 feared more for her reason than for that wee spark of life. 


But you know the rest— how Providence contrived that very 
night 

That a doctor should come cadgin’ at our shanty for a light. 


Baby Oh 1 he’s chirpy, thank ye — belin baptized — his name is 
Bill, 

It's weeks an’ weeks since parson camecau’ put him through the 
mill. 

So DOW you’ll take the tenner ; oh, confound the bloomin’ change 1 
Lord, had liilly died I— but, doctor, don’t you think it summit 
strange 

That them as keeps the gate should have refused to let him in 
Because a fool mistook a drop of Adam’s ale for gin ! 
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SPIRIT AND STAR. 

Thro* the bleak cold voids, thro* the wilds of space, 
Trackless and starless, forgotten of grace ; 

Thro’ the dusk that is neither day nor night. 

Thro* the grey that is neither dark nor light ; 

Thro’ thin chill ethers where dieth speech, 

Where the pulse of the music of heaven cannot reach, 
Unwarmed by the breath of living thing, 

And f(»reyer unswept of angel's wing ; 

Thro* the cold, thro’ the void, thri>' the wilds of space. 
With never a home or a resting-place — 

How, far must I wander ? Oh, God ! how far? 

I have lost my star I 1 have lost my star ! 

Once on a time unto me was given 
The fairest star in the starry heaven — 

A little star to tend and to guide, 

To nourish and cherish and love as a bride. 

Far from all great bright orbs alone. 

Even to few of the angels known. 

It moved ; but a sweet pale light on its face 
From the sapphire foot of the Throne of Grace, 

That was better than glory and more than might, 
Made it a wonder of quiet delight. 

Still must I wander? Oh, God i how far? 

I have lost my star ! I have lost my star ! 

On the starry brow was^he peace of the blest. 

And bountetius’ peace on the starry breast ; 

All beautiful things were blossoming there, 

Sighing their loves to the delicate air. 

No creature of God such fragrance breathed. 

White rose-girdled and white rose-en wreathed ; 

And its motion was music— an undertone, 

With a strange, sad sweetness all its own. 

Dearer to me than the louder hymn 
Of the God -enraptured seraphim — 
ifow far niu.st 1 wan del ? Ah, Heaven ! how far ? 

I have lost my star ! I have lost my star ! 

In a round of joy, eeniote and alone, 

^et ever in sight of the Great White Throne, 

Togetuer we moved — for a love divine 
Had blent the life of the star with mine ; 

And had all the angels of all the spheres 
Forecast my fate and foretold my teafs — 

The weary wandering, the gruesome gloom, 

And bruited flhem forth thro’ the trump of doom — 
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Hilling a nmile in my Bnnl, T ha'I moved 
Only the nearer tr) what I loved. 

Yet I must wander ? Oh» Gtiil ! how far? 

I have lost my star ! I have lost my star ! 

Ah ! woe the delusive demondi^ht 

That beckon’d me, beckon’d me, day and ni^^ht ! 

The untwining]: of heart-strintrs, the backward glance. 
The truce with faith and the severance, 

Ah ! woe the unfolding of wayward wings 
That bore me away from all joyous things — 

To realms of space, whence the pale, sweet gleam 
Look’d dim as a dimly-reinembcrM dream ; 

To farther realms, where the faint light spent, 
Vanish’d at length from my firmament ! 

And I seek it in vain — ah, God ! how far 't 
I have lost my star ! I have lost my star ! 

On sleepless wing I have followed it 
Through the star*sown fields of the Tnlinite, 

And where foot of angel hath never trod, 

1 have threaded the golden mantes of God. 

T have pierced where the fire-fount of being runs, 

T have dashed myself madly on burning suns, 

Then downward have swept, with shuddering breath, 
Thro’ the place of the shadows and shapes of death, 
Till sick with sorrow, and spent with pain, 

I float and faint in the dim inane I 
Must T yet wander ? Oh, God ! how far V 
I have lost my star ! I have xost my star ! 

Oh, could I find in utterfkiost space 
A place for hope, and for prayer a place. 

Mine were no suit for a glittering j)r\7.e 
Tn the chosen seats of the upper skies— 

No grand ministration, on thron^^d height 
In the midmost intense of unspeakable light : 

What sun-god sphere, with all-dazzling beam. 

Could be unto me as that sweet, sad gleam ? , • 

Let me roam thro’ the ages all alone, 

If He give me not back ray own, my own ! 

How far must I wander? Oh, God ! how far ? 

1 have lost my star ! I have lost lEiy star ! 

I • 

111 the whispers that tremble from sphere to sphere, 
Which the ear of a spirit alone can hear, 

I have heard it breathed that there c^meth a day. 
When tears from all eyes shall he wiped away ; 

When faintness of heart and drooping pf wings 
Shall be told as a tale of olden things ; 
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When toil and trouble, and all dietresn, 

Shall he lost in the round of ble^sedneas. 

In that day, when dividing' (if love^ ahall cease, 
And all thinf^s draw near to the centre of peace, 
Tn the fulness of time, in the a^^es afar, 

God ! Oh, God ! shall f find my star ? 


THE S 0 TJ T f 1 E K N CROSS. 

A Nocturne, with Mosquito Accuiiipaniment. 

Four stars on night’s brow, or night’s bosom — 
Whichever the reader prefers, 

Or night without either may do some — 

Each one to his taste or to hers. 

Four stars ! to continue inditing, 

So long as 1 feel in the vein — 

Hidlo ! what the deuce is that hiting? 

Mosquitos again I 

Oh, glories not gilded but golden, 

Ob, tlaughters of night unexceird, 

By the sons of the North unbeholden. 

By our sons (if we have them) beheld ! 

Oh, jewels the midnight enriching, 

Oh, four which are double <#f twain. 

Oh, mystical Bother the itching ! 

Mosquitos again ! 

You alone I can andhor my eye on, 

Of you and you only T’d write : 

And 1 now look awry on Orion, 

That once was my chiefest delight. 

Ye exalt me high over the petty 
Conilitions of pleasure and pain—^ 

Oh, Heaven ! Here are these maladetti 1 
Mosquitos again I 

* Ti* 8 poet should ever be placid, 

Oh, vex not liis soul or his skin ! 

Shall T stink them with carbolic acid ? 

Tt is done, a»d afresh I begin. 

Lucid orVis !— That last sting very sore is 
am fain to lea\e off — I am fain ; 

It has given me uncommon dolores — 

The Latin for pain. 

Not quite what the ehape of a cross is, 

A littl(? lop-sided, I own — 
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Confound your infernal proboscis. 

Inserted well-nigh to the bone ! 

Queen-lights of the heights of high heaven. 
Ensconced in the crystal inane — 

Oh me, here are seventy times seven 
Mosquitos again ! 

Oh, horns of a mighty trapezium, 

Quadrilateral area, hail ! 

Oh, bright is the light of magnesium — 

Oh, hang them all male and female ! 

At the end of an hour of their stinging 
What shall rest of me then — what remain ? 

I shall die as the swan dieth, singing 

Mosquitos again 1 • 

Shock keen as the shock of the levin I 
They sting, and J change in a flash 

From the peace and the poppies of heaven 
To the flame and the firewood of — dash 1 

Oh, Cross of the South I I forgot you ; 

These demons have addled my brain ; 

Once more I look upward — Od rot you, 

You’re at it again I 

There I stick in your pitilesss brad-awl, 

And do your malevolent worst — 

Dine on me, and you have had all. 

Let others go in for a “ burst.” 

Oh, silent and pure constellation ! 

Can you paraon niy fretful refrain ? 

Forgive, oh ! forgive my vexation — 

They’re at it again I 

Oh, imps that provoke te mad laughter, 

Wing' d fiends that are fed from my brow. 

Bite hard ! let your neighbours come after. 

And sting where you stung me just now. 

Bed brands on it smitten and bitten, 

Bound blotches I rub at in vain — 

Oh, Crux \ whatsoever I’ve written 
I’ve written in p'ain. 

Ye chrysolite crystalline creati^res. 

Wan watchers, the fairest afield ! 

Stars— and garters I are these my own features 
In the merciless mirror reveal'd? 

They are mine, even mine, and none other, 

And my hands, how they slacken and strain ! 

Oh, my sister, my spouse, and my mother ! 

I’m going insane 1 f 
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JOHN W. FRASER. 

M e now leave for a time our Scottish- Australian 
friends, and turn our attention to several of 
the gifted makkars of the “Glasgow Ballad Club.” 
The subject of this sketch is a lyric poet of much 
beauty and grace, and perhaps few living writers have 
been equally successful in imitating the quaint tender- 
ness and pathos of the old ballad. 

Mr Fi^ser, we are told in “The Foetus Album,” is a 
native of Crieff, where he was bom “about forty years 
ago.” He received his education partly at the parish 
school of his native tawn and partly in Edinburgh, 
and adopted the profession of teaching. In 1863 we 
learn of him being at Motherwell engaged as chief 
assistant in the Iron Works’ School there. Apart 
fr#m his school duties, Mr Fraser exercised a lively 
interest in literary pursuits, and was then busily 
engaged in writing occasional poems and songs, and 
contributing to Chamberses and other jouraals. In 
everything relating to the ballad poetry of Scotland 
he has all his lifetime been quite an enthusiast, and 
he has been spoken of as quite “ a repository of ballad 
lore.” His lecture on the Ballads of Scotland, written 
while he i^as at Motherwell, charmed the people there, 
and continues to delight appreciative audiences where- 
ever lie delivers it. From Motherwell Mr Fraserremoved 
to^Wishaw to be headmaster of one of the schools. He 
next ft’ent'to Carfin to be master of the Works* School at 
that village. From Carfin he migrated to Glasgow, to 
be master of the Bayd School, (xarngad Hill, in this 
latter sphere he laboured with marked success until 
1879, when he was appointed to the important posi- 
tion of Secretary to the Baird Trust, an office which 
he still continues to discharge with credit to himself 
and satisfaction^to all concerned. 
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r In Glasgow Mr Fraser soon formed a large and 
influential literary acquaintance. The novel entitled 
“ The Luck qf the Redesdales, of which he was joint 
author, originally appeared in the Glasgow Herald. 
When the Glasgow Ballad Club was formed, in 1876, 
Our poet was one of the promoters, and for a number 
of years he was Vice-President of the Society. Of his 
contributions to the pleasures of this Club eight poems 
have been selected for publication in their first volume 
(William Blackwood & Sons), and all of these have 
that about them which marks the presence of the gift 
of true poetry. As we have said, there are few of our 
present-day bards who have so successfully imitated 
the quaint old ballad. In this respect he shows much 
of the responsive sympathy, delicate fancy, and keen 
insight peculiar to the ancient minstrel, while his 
songs are melodiously rich and fresh in feeling, agd 
his reflective poems are beautified by many choice and 
subtly-coloured phrases — evincing wealth of language 
as well as strength and breadth of artistic ex perience. 


BELL. 

Sin’ Bell cam’ to bide in oor toun 
The warl’ has a' ^aen ajee ; 

She has turned a* the heads o’ the men, 
And the women wi’ envy will dee. 

0, but Bell’s bonnie ! 

Dink as a daisy is she ; 

Her e’en are as bricht as the starnies 
That shine i’ the lift sae hie. 


Bell, she gaed ance to the kirk*' 

Wi' pearlins fu’ grand in her hair ; 

The minister glower’d dninfoundert. 

An’ stack i' the midst o’ the prayer. 

0, but Bell's bonnie ! 

Jimp as a lily is she ; 

Her breath’s like the scent o’ the brier, 
That June win’s blaw ower tb& lea. 
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The miller was smitten wi' Bell — 

He left baith his happer and wheel, 
And noo a’ the folk T the parish 
Are deein’ for want o meal. 

O, but Bell’s bonnie •' 

Blythe as a lintie is she ; 

Her hair's like the wing o’ the raven 
1'hat croak^^ on the anl’ aik tree. 


The doctor, clean dazed wi’ her beauty, 

Gangs dannerin’ hame, but his fee ; 

E’en the lawyer-- ill-deedie auld body — 

Has forg<itten the way to lee. 

• O, but Bell’s bonnie ! 

Sweet as the summer is she ; 

Her smile’s like the sheen o’ the sunbeams 
U’hat fa' on a dimpled sea. 

The laird wi' his gear thocht to win her — 

Na, na, ye fule body, gae'wsC’ ; 

The lass that is bocht wi’ vile siller 
Is worth jist naetbing ava. 

O, hut Bell’s bonnie ! 

Earth bauds nan** fairer than she ; 

A king weel inicht pairt wi' his croiin 
For ae kind blink o’ her e’e. 


Bell cam oot i’ the gloamin’. 

An' kisses sae sweot gaed to me ; 

Come quickly, ye snell days o’ winter, 
When Bell my ain witie shall be. 

O, hut Bell's bonnie ! 

As kind as bonnie is she ; 

Come quickly, ye lang nichts o’ winter. 
When Bell’s to be bnckledfto me ! 


• A BALLAD OF BUCHAN. 

“ Glide speed the plough,” the maiden cried- 
The Ugie singe as it rins to the sea ; 

** Speed weel the wark,” the man replied, 
A^id the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

The owsen pause on the furrow so red — 

The XTgie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

The lark sings loud in the blue o’erhead. 

And the tun glints bright on Bennachie. 
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She has brought him bread, right sweet and brown — 
The XJgie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

And clear, bright ale te wash it down. 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

He was young, and tall, and strong — 

The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

She sweet as e'er was praised in song, 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

He looked on her face, so bonnie and fairs — 

The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

He lookra on her wealth of yellow haire. 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

He looked in her eyes so kind and blue — 

The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

He clasped her hands so strong and true. 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

“ O, gie me thy plight and troth, sweet May,’* — 
The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

** And wedded we*ll be on St Fastern’s Bay,'* 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

He has ta’en her his twa strong arms within — 

The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

1 wot the maiden made little din. 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

He has ta’en her his twa strong arms within — 

The Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

And kisses laid on her cheek and chin. 

And the sun glints bright on Bennachie. 

“ O, I will cherish roy ain sweet May, 

While Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

Till the sun gauns rioiin on the warld’s last day, 
And nae mair glints bright on Bennachie.” 

“ And tide what may, or guid or bad ” — 

I'he Ugie sings as it rins to the sea ; 

** I’ll aye be true to my ploughinaa lad, 

Till there's nae sun to glint on Bennachie.” 


THE BOllBER MAIDEN 

A maiden sat lone in her greenwood bower, 
A sunbeam fell on her golden hair ; 
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And flhe sang as she wove the silken flower 
In the banner her own true love should bear. 

For home must be guarded whatever betide. 

And the brave lads of Yarrow must saddle and ride 
When the beacon is lit on the Border. 

The war cry rang through the morning grey — 

Oh ! bravely our lads of the Border fought ; 

And aye in the thick of the deadly fray 
Shone the silken banner the maiden wrought. 

For home must he guarded whatever betide. 

And the brave lads of Yarrow must saddle and ride 
When the beacon is lit on the Border. 

A kxfight on the moorland brown and bare 
Lies cold and dead when the fight is done ; 

And the maiden will moan in her wild despair 
When the spearmen return at the set o* the sun. 

But home must be guarded whatever betide. 

And the brave lads of Yarrow to death must ride 
When the bale fire gleams red o*er the Border. 

WHEN YOU WERE SEVENTEEN. 

When the hay was mown, Maggie, 

In the years long ago, 

And while the western sky was rich 
With sunset’s rosy glow, 

Then hand-in-hand close-linked we passed 
The dewy ricks Jbetween ; 

And I was one-and-twenty, Mag, 

And you were seventeen. 

Your voice was low and sweet, Maggie, 
your wavy hair was brown ; 

Your cheek was like the wild red rose 
That showered its petals down ; 

Your eyes were like the blue speed-well 
With dewy moisture sheen — 

When I was pne-and-twenty, Mag, 

And you were seventeen. 

The spring w^s in our hearts, Maggie, 

And all its hopes were ours, 

And we were children in the fields. 

Among the opening flowers ; 

Ay, life was like a summer day 
Amid the woodlands green, 

For 1 was one-and-twenty, Mag, 

And you were seventeen. 
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The yeare have come ami gone, Maggie, 

With eunehine and with shade, 

And silvered is the silken hair 
That o'er your sboiilders strayed 
In many a soft and wayward tress — 

The fairest ever seen — 

When I was une-and twenty, Mag, 

And you were seventeen. 

Though gently changing Time, Maggie, 

Has touched ymi in his flight. 

Your voice has still the same sweet tone. 

Your eye the old love-light ; 

And years can never, never change 
'I'he heart you gave, I ween, 

When 1 was one-and-twenty, Mag, 

And you were seventeen. 

DOUGLAS. 

The lady has left her dainty bower. 

And she stands with her maidens on Douglas tower. 

She looked o’er dale and she looked o’er down — 

** I would 1 had news from Stirling town I 

** All night in my chamber the death-watch beat. 
And the stag-hound moaned as he lay at my feet. 

*‘The wild night wind rung the castle bell. 

And a corpse light shone on St Bride’s chapelle. 

** I dreamed that low in the holy shrine 
1 knelt at the feet of our Mother divine ; 

** And, each one shrouded in sable hot^d. 

Around the altar the dead monks stood ; 

** And loud they sang in the sacred fane, 

But it was not the matin or vesper strain ; 

“ For while in the wind the dead bell rang, 

A mass for the dead the dead m7>nl s sang. ” 

She looked o’er dale and she looked o’er down — 

** Oh, that I had news from Stirling town *” 

** Lo, yonder conies one who rides with speed — 

All flecked with foam is his weary steed. 
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“ ’Tia A.lan, the harper, with locka of grey. 

Who rode by our Lord when he marched away.*' 

** Now tell me, Alan, what news ye bring ; 

How fares my Lord with the wily King ?” 

** Oh, the trumpets brayed and the drums did beat 
When the King and our Lord rode up the street ; 

** And the bells were ringing in Stirling town. 

When the king and the knight to the wine sat down. 

“But long ere the morning sun did shine 
There was hlood on the hands that birled the wine. 

• 

“ And stark and stiff in the morning grey 
The grimly corpse of the Douglas lay.” 

ON THE HILLSIDE. 

Sweet Love, the crimson roses fall. 

Bright June has told her story, 

The winds have from the hawthorn blown 
•His cloud of blossom hoary. 

Let them die — 

You and I 

Have visions of their glory. 

No linnet sings amid the whins. 

As in the blithe spring weather ; 

The drowsy bee altme is heard 
Above the purple heather. 

Wherefore fret ? 

Can we forget 

The songs we heard together ? 

The birken leaves all flecked with brown. 

The corn-fields yellow turning. 

Age slowly creeping o’er the year — 

* Is’t wise to slight such warning ^ 

Should we weep 
If still we keep 

The love o| JAfe's glad morning ? 




320 


MODERN SCOTTISH POETS. 


ROBERT WALKER 

^ S another of the cultured past-masters of the 
art of versifying composing the Glasirow Ballad 
Club, most of whom have earned fame far beyond 
“ the cackle of their bourg.” A writer, who had been 
present at a meeting of the Club by invitation, 
recently wrote a very interesting sketch of the pro- 
ceedings, in the course of which he said — “ Accompany 
of demi-gods, whose doings at the ‘ Mermaid’ remain a 
* wild surmise,’ formed, perhaps, the first literary club 
in our history. Since then such coteries have ex- 
isted in most cultured centres under one form or 
another, but the Glasgow Ballad C,-lub holds quite a 
unique place even among the multifarious clubs, past 
and present, for wliich that city is famed.’’ The i/Ub- 
ject of the present sketch is said by the same writer 
to be “ the loved of all the muses,’’ who is “ as much 
at home in the halls of painting as in the haunts of 
poetry.” 

Mr Walker was born at Glasgow in 1843. On the 
death of his father, who was an accountant of Edin- 
burgh and Glasgow Bank, the family removed to 
Edinburgh, where our poet was educated. He began 
business life in 1858 as an apprentice in the office of 
the Edinburgh Life Assurance Company. After con- 
siderable experience of actuarial and other indoor 
work, he during 1868-69 acted a§ inspector^of ftgents 
for the same Company in Lancashire and Ireland, and 
he was subsequently appointed tl^eir resident secretary 
at Dublin. In 1872 he retunied to Glasgow oiY 
receiving the appointment ^as resident secretary for 
Scotland of the Reliance Life Office. This situation 
he filled for about eight years, when he became acting 
secretary for the Glasgow Institute o^ Fine Arts — an 
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appointment more congenial, from its artistic and 
literary associations ; for he has always been fonder of 
books and pictures than of business routine. It might 
hero be noted also that during the recent Glasgow 
International Exhibition he acted as secretary to the 
Fine Arts Section. 

Mr Walker first began to write for the press in 1863 
— sending from Edinburgh contrii)Utions to the Glm- 
gow Weekly Citizen^ Dr Hedderwick, in the kindliest 
way, giving him every encouragement. He wrote one 
stoiy — “4cilightly Mistaken” — for Redder wick ' h Miscel- 
lany^ and ultimately became Edinburgh correspondent 
for tlic Citizen — sending one letter every week, and 
writing leaders, tales, and verse. As Kdinbnrgh cor- 
respoiidont ho described ‘‘ The Tritchard Trial,” and 
the visit of ^rhomas Carlyle to the Scottish metropolis. 
Since returning to Glasgow he has written for the 
Rdtald^ Oov)d JVords, the ^ri Journal^ &c , — for the 
two last-named principally biographies of artists. He 
has also done ” the two special numbers of the 
Graphic for Glasgow and Aberdeen, and written the 
letterpress of Glasgow Art ( Uub’s first book, as well as 
the special number of tli^ Art Journal on the Glasgow 
Exhibition, and the “ Pen and Ink Notes ” of the 
Exhibition. lie has just eomjdetod working, in con- 
junction with Mr W. E. llenJey, the letterpress of the 
volume (of which Mr Henley is oditoi-) entitled 
“Memoi’ial Catalogue of the Jjoan Section of the Fine 
Arts Exhibition at the Glasgow International. ' Tliis 
book,^(>t up and i)nuted I >3" Messrs Constable of Edin- 
burgh, will be published by Messrs Maclehose, (irlasgow. 
Mr Walker, it might, be added, is one of the original 
hienibers pf the IJallad tdub, and he was one of the 
founders, as well as secretary for some years, of the 
(Jlasgow J*cii and l^cncil Club.” His life has thus 
been a biisj^ and useful one, and he has been able to 
accomplish mucii good work. Four c>r live of his 
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poetical productions have a place in “ Ballads and 
Poems,” and these, and all his effusions, show that he 
has abundant imaginative power and considerable 
mastery of metrical forms. To a highly cultivated 
taste he unites tenderness and pathos, and the power 
of giving expression in fitting words to poetic emotion 
and thought. 


MY LOVE AND 1. 

O'erhead the blue sky glances through 
The tangled leafy tnaze. 

And in the light how tender gleam 
The shadowed woodland ways 1 

And tender is the light that fills 
My dear, dear love’s soft eyes ; 

She hears my step amid the fern 
And turns in glad surprise. 

Adown the glades my love and I 
Go hand-in-hand together ; 

Oh, might we always journey thus, 

With always summer weather I 

Yet wintry winds may. blow their worst, 
So say my love and 1 ; 

With sunshine always in our hearts, 
We’ll wintry winds defy. 


“IS MFB WORTH LIVINCf?” 

0 Life, with all thy toil and fret, 

1 am not weary of thee yet ! 

The sunlight on the dancing sea. 

The laugh of children at their play. 

The meanest flow’ret by the way, — 

All bind my heart to thee !•> 


Within my soul no echo chimes 
To modern siugets' whining rhymes; 

A murrain on the bilious crew ! 

With livers wron^r, and jaundiced eyes, 
They i^aze into the grand old skies,. 


\n/i hlirinlv* rnrifin 
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Whjr, hoys, the light in woman’s eye, 
Knkindled when her lover's nigh, 

The wind that sweeps the mountain-crest, 
The evening glow, the torrent’s foam. 

The pure sweet sanctities of home. 

The thoughts we think when at our best. 

The kind words said, the brave deeds done. 
In every land beneath the sun ; 

The pleasure honest hearts can give 
To situ (lie hearts that rightly rate 
The joys and trials of man’s estate ; — 

• For these who would not dare to live 7 

Should sorrows come, as come they must. 
We bow our heads— and heaven is just, 

An<l lets no needless vengeance fall , 

For faith is faith, and love is love. 

And howHoe’er through change we move, 

The dear (.rod, changeless, rules o’er all ! 


NO more: 

Along the cliffs a maiden strays : 

“ God send him safely home 1 ” she prays, 

As fades the white sail from her gaze. 

The heedless wave foams on the shore ; 

The wind sobs out a dreary moan ; 

Harsh ^creaIJis the sea-bird, gaunt and lone ; 
And he returns no mure 1 no inure I 

Beside the birch-trees on the hill, 

Where h'unets pipe their sweetest trill, 

A weary heart lies cold and still. 

The hungry sound of ocean’s roar, 

And moaning winds, and human fears, 

^ And joys that end in grief and tears 
9 Shall touch that heart no more ! no more ! 


THE LEViEL CROSSING. 

Joe Smith 7 Yes, mates, 1 knew him well- 
As rough as rough could be : 

Yet spite of all that parsons say. 

There’s worse on earth than he ! 

He wasn’t % man as parsons love — 

I daresay they are right — 
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For Joe was ^iven to drink and swear, 
And gloried in a fight. 

There wasn't much of the saint in him, 
Only he never lied, 

And few who’ve lived a better life 
A nobler death have died. 

His death ? Ay, lads, I mind it well, 
And how the sun did shine 

On the level crossing that April morn. 
Athwart the railway line ! 

The gates were shut and fastened. 

That no one might pass through ; 

A distant rumbling plainly told 
The Scotch express was due. 

On the hillside I was working, 

While Joe sat on the grass, 

Waiting longside the rails below. 

Until the train should pass. 

The morn was cool and bright and still, 
The lark sang sweet and clear ; 

I always think of Joe, poor lad. 
Whene’er that song I hear. 

I 

He sat by the railway smoking. 
Thinking of — who can say V 

Mayhap of last night's spree, mayhap 
()f some one far away ! 

Still sang the lark — when suddenly 
There came a cry from Joe ; 

1 turned : O God ! how faint I felt 
At what I saw below ! 

The gates, I’ve said, were bolted fast ; 
Cut clamb'ring through t^e fence 

On to the line a child had strayed — 
God help its innocence ! 

There came the engine tearing on. 

With its exulting scream. 

And fierce it seemed and merciless, 

Like a monster in a dream. * 



ROBERT WALKER. 


325 


Bifrht rtn the track the infant stood, 
A primrose in its hand, 

And on the eomin^ death it smiled, 
Too young to understand. 


One moment more had been too late : 

Joe bounded to his feet, 

And on with some mild oath he dashed, 
Dark-browed, and fierce and fleet. 


I, on the hillside, saw him rush 
Straight to the jaws of death. 

And up the hillside seemed to come 
The engine’s fiery breath. 

His strong hand seized and threw the child 
Right there, beside the brook ; 

A few sharp stings from the nettles 
Was all the harm it took 1 


But Joe, poor lad, ’twas worse for him, — ' 

'l"he engine left him lying 

Beside the rails, a ghastly heap — 

Torn, and stunned, and dying ! 

We raised him up. 1 held him, 

His heed on nor arm was laid ; 

He spake but once again, brave lad, 

And this was all he said : 

**The kid’s pulled through, I hope,’* and then 
Lay closer to my breast. 

1 need not tell you more, my mates, 

You all must know the rest. 


A rough-Khai)ed cross marks where he lies. 
There on the lone hillside, 

And Tom, Uie Methody, said ’twas right, 
’Cob Joe for man had died. 

And wild flowers ofttimes you will see 
Laid lightly on the grave, 

Put there by her, now woman grown, 
Whupi Joe 8iiiith died to save. 
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TOM M‘EWAN, R.S.W. 

talented artist, who excels in picture- 
Vlr' poems with his brush and paint, has a very 
humble opinion of his poetical gifts. He considers 
that what he is pleased to call his “few random 
verses” that have found their way into maga- 
zine and journal, “are very bad and useless,” yet 
he would rather be the author of a “ sweet song, pure 
and simple, than the painter of a great pictiiie.” The 
pieces we quote wilJ, however, prove to our readers 
that Mr M*Ewan is truly an artist-poet — his verse 
being full of fancy. Ho gives us some pleasing word- 
pictures, in which he introduces much that is fresh, 
pawky, and pathetic. 

The writer of a series of articles in the Glasgow 
JEvening News^ on the subject of “ Glasgow Artists 4nd 
their Work,” says that “Tom M‘Ewan, poet and 
painter, is one of the most interesting figures in onr 
little gallery of artist-portraits, and at the same time 
one of the most difficult of treatment. His personal- 
ity is in one sense con trad icthry, his nature complex, 
and his life dual. The Tom M^Evvaii of the social 
circle is an entirelj" different man from the Tom 
M'Ewan revealed in painting and poetry. His life has 
been darkened by suffering and hardBhi[) ; it has been 
tinged by sorrow* ; it has been lightened by rare 
happiness ; it has been sanctified by the consciousness 
of duty performed; and it has. been cro\< ned*# with 
success. Acute sensibility and tenderness of feeling 
have not caused him to shrink frvm bearing a manly 
part in the battle of life, and a true religiouii^ sense has 
kept alive his broadly human sympatluos.” 

An esteemed figure in art circles, Mr M‘Ewan w'as 
bom in the village of Busby, near Glasgow, in 1846. 
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He lost his mother when he was four years of age, and 
from then, till he was able to fight the battle of life 
singlehiinded, he endured many hardships and priva- 
tions. His early education must have been meagre, 
for ere he completed his eiglith year he began to earn 
his own bread as a calico-printer\s “ tearer,” This and 
other humble work, with wretchedness and hard treat- 
ment at home, filled up his life until he was about 
fourteen. Yet it was during these years of slavish 
work and donlestic ill-treatment that, in brief breath- 
ing spaces afforded by Sabbath rest, he first experi- 
enced a curioush^-mingled sentiment of affection, 
reverence, admiration, and enjoyment in the presence 
of Nature. Prior to about 1860 his reading was con- 
fined to the Bible, the book of Nature, and the school 
collection. He had a .wondei-fully-rctentive memory 
for scraps of old liallads and songs. It was during the 
darkest years of his life — when he had frequently to 
begin labour at five o'clock in the morning, and work 
three nights in the week until ten — that ho made his 
first acquaintance w itlj painting. His father, we are 
told in “ The Poet’s Album,” knew Horatio Maculloch, 
and frequently used to,tell Tom about him. James 
Docherty, also, was a friend of the family, and often, 
on his visitvS, dandled I’om on his knee. Of Docherty 
he also heard a good deal, and of his practice of paint- 
ing by candlelight. One of the boys, furthermore, 
had a liking for caricature, and Tom frequently saw 
hjs three brothers — who all died young — working 
together., making copies (jf 1 he cartoons and sketches 
in Punch. A sketch of (yarmuiinock (linrch, by one 
of his brothers, w’as the tirst ])icture he ever saw\ 
Removing to ORisgow in 1859, M‘Hwan was in 
the course of the following year apprenticed to the 
trade of pattern-designing. IJis evenings were now 
his owui, and his education, both general and in art, 
may be said to have begun at this time. Having dis- 
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covered the Stirlinj^ Library, he went to it nearly 
every night, and in looking over art periodicals and 
reading books on art and artists, his hitherto dormant 
artistic faculty was roused to action. That he should 
have turned to works upon art shows whether his 
thoughts were tending. When, in 1861, the first 
Exhibition of the Glasgow Institute was opened, the 
opportunity appeared to have come for solving the 
mystery which, in his mind, still envelojiod painting 
and painters. He succeeded in sej‘aping together the 
purchase money of half-a-dozen of the tickets ^issued to 
work ing-men at one shilling and six] )ence a dozen. The 
Institute Exhibition inspired him, and gave intelligent 
direction to his hesitating efforts. He resolved that 
he would paint, but a serious obstacle to the carrying 
out of his resolution lay in the fact that he had no 
money w'herewith to purchase material. Such of his 
associates as were animated by a siniilar ambition were 
equally impecunious. Where there is a will tliero is a 
way, however, and the spirited boy soon discovered it. 
Young M‘Ewan and his companions hit upon the ex- 
pedient of buying the raw’ material by the penny's- 
worth, grinding it themsehVs, and mixing it with 
honey and glycerine. In th;it medium 1V)m ]\l‘Ewan 
made his first attempt in water-colour. To hold tlieir 
colours they made little pots out of tlie guttai)ercha 
soles of old boots ; and other departments of the i)ara- 
phernalia of the young artists found equally ingenious 
supply. It was with such rude material, and under 
the circumstances described, that • our subject j)iVnted 
his first picture from nature — “A Vie'v of (Jarmyle.’^ 
He spent all his holidays in sketching, and found in 
practice the skill more regularly ac(|uirq,d in the 
schools. He ought, of course, to have gone to the 
School of Design, but iw’o shillings a month w^as a 
grave consideration for a youth earning only five 
shillings a week. It was not until 1863 that he sue- 



TOM M^BWAN, R.B.W. 


329 


ceeded in securing a few months’ attendance at the 
school. His perseverance and courage were rewarded 
by his being awarded a local medal and passing as a 
certificated teacher, In the following year he gained 
a national medallion for design. His fees at the 
School of Art he earned by painting advertising cards 
for the shops. Under Mr Greenlees he made a num- 
ber of studies from the antique in chalk and pencil, 
and a slight acquaintance with anatomy relative to 
art. He paid dearly for all he learned, ohen working 
until midnight to make up the school fees. While he 
was studying under Mr Greenlees he and a few other 
students joined together to form a life class, and out 
of the class so organised many of the pjinters of the 
West of Scotland have sprung. In 1867, Mr M‘Ewan, 
then a young man of twenty-one, found himself in 
possession of the money necessary for purchasing 
paTiiting material, an<i also for taking a week’s holiday 
ill the South of Arran. The trip marked a turning 
point in his artistic life. He had previously occupied 
himself chiefly with landscape, but the interiors and 
peo])le he saw in Arran turned the current of his 
thoughl and endeavoui*. The picturesque cottages, 
tile (piaiiitness of their arrangement and furnishing, 
and the mysterious colour tones he found in the play 
of light upon floors, ceilings, and old-fashioned 
furniture touched liis artistic feelings. In 1871 
he exhibited his first Institute picture — “Comfort 
in Arran ” - -a figure by a fireside, which he painted 
at C^^Jrric?? One of„ the earliest, he is also one of the 
most popular nieudiers of the (Jlasgow Art Club, and 
has eontril)uted to eiicli of its twelve public exhibitions. 

The reader will pardon ns if we quote at unusual 
lengtii from tiie excellent sketch in the Glasgow News. 
It is full of the deepest interest to all who love Scot- 
tish biogra[>liy, and brings out clearly the fact that Mr 
M'Ewaii s pictures, as well as bis verse, are essentially 



330 


MODERN SCOTTISH POETS. 


lyrical — the sentiments inspiring them being identical. 
The poet and painter supplement each other — actuated 
by one motive, moved by one impulse, and striking 
the same chord of feeling. More broadly, M‘E\van, 
like Faed and Cameron, is in close harmony with the 
more pathetic of our balladists and lyric poets. He, 
being a poet, shares their poetic insight and the 
genuineness of their pathos. True to the Scottish 
character, he is never extravagant. Self-restraint in 
the rendering of his conceptions, and directness in 
going straight to the heart of his subject, characterise 
all his works. He alternates the domestic life of his 
people with their religious tendencies. From 1875, 
when ho painted “ And there shall be no Night There,” 
down to 1888, when he exhibited “ And They Shall be 
Comforted,” Mr M‘£wan has again and again illustrated 
the purifying conviction which gives serenity to 
humble life in Scotland — that present privation pnd 
toil will be amply compensated by the happiness and 
peace of the hereafter. His works form, in one sense, 
a chronicle. To the student of Scotland in the nine- 
teenth century they compose a vivid, simple, and true 
description of cottage life, and a record of the ways, 
occupations, pleasures, and aspirations of the Scottish 
cottar. In his picture, “ For Daily Bread,” conception 
and treatment are in close accord. There are no 
irrelevant details to distract attention from the aged 
widow compelled to w’ork at her spinning-wheel for 
daily bread. lo^\ -toned colour scheme, and the 
absence of any vivifying touch of light, intensify the 
pathos surrounding a life devoid of brightiicssl' and 
warmth in either the present or the earthly future. 
Equally judicious is the exclujSion of detail from 
“They Shall be Comforted.” In “Scotch V/orthies,” 
“A Household Pet,” “A Cottar's Sabbath,” and 
“Afternoon Tea,” a charming and satisfying concord 
is found between the subdued refinement of the 
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colour-tones and the pure sentiments they are em- 
ployed to express. In the last-named work the har- 
mony between Mr M‘Ewan and the “makkars” of 
Scotland comes into prominence. The picture might 
be described as a coloured version of the song, “ My 
ain fireside.” Here detail was necessar}*^ to the com- 
plete elucidation of the subject, and it is freely intro- 
duced. An old w'oman in the orthodox “ mutch ” sits 
beside the fire, holding a saucer in her hand. A con- 
veniently-placed chair does duty as a table, and on it 
are seen the sugar-bowl, cream jug, and other pertin- 
ents of •the more regular tea-table. The teapot and 
kettle stand on the hob. A boy sits in front of the 
old lady, and on the opposite side of the fireplace is a 
chair placed ready, in all probability for the absent 
gudenian. Altogether the artist, by his pictures, and, 
as will be seen l)y the verses we give — in which he 
also suggests cosy comfort, quietude, and peace — and 
by his handling of scones to which parallels in real life 
may be found all (jver Scotland, has touched the feel- 
ing for home and for the pleasures of domestic life 
which prevails among her people. 

LB Ft ALONE. 

’Tis just like a belt in the moorland, 

That borders the side of the sea, 

With, patches of corn and potatoes, 

With stretches of ryegrass and lea, 

With patch e*5 of brfK>m and i»f bri||iible, 

Of hawthorn and hazel-tree. 

The qnaintest*aiid queerest old houses 
All lie within sound of the shore, 

Their bracken-thatcbeiJ roofs in the sunlight 
With wild iffoweis and grasses grown o’er, 

With ivy and lichen-grown gables. 

And crooked each window and door. 

The quaintest and queerest old bouses 
Kough-raftered, and mystic within, 
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Where the fire glimmers love on the hearth, 

And light through the smoke struggles in, 

One sits with her life-laden visage, 

Alone, but to dream and to spin. 

Alone, in that mystical region, 

Once cheery with prattle and song, 

Once bright with the sweetness of faces. 

Once rich with the healthy and strong. 

Alone at her wheel in that dreamland 
She spinneth the weary day long. 

Whirr ! goes the wheel in its motion, 

And restless the past in her brain — 

The joys and the loves and the sadness, 

And the shafts of grief and of pain — 

That is spun with the thread, a spinning 
Life*B joorneyings over again. 

The sun flickers in at the window, 

And dances bright over the floor, 

The bee with the breath of the moorland 
Comes in at the open door ; 

She sings to the dance of her children, 

Till the bobbin with thread runs o’er. 

Bound her house by the ivy gable 
She can see the boats in the bay — 
Fishermen’s boats, with their bark’d brown sails 
Wind-full, sail gaily away. 

Then a blinding mist comes o'er her eyes. 

With sad thoughts of another day. 

Whirr ! goes the wheel in its motion, 

And on with the thread as it runs, ' 

A bark, wind-toss'd on an angry sea. 

With %J|jtther and three brave sons, 

On, till the flight of her vision dies 
And her soul in a frenzy burns. 

These quaintest and queerest old houses. 

With wild flowers and grasses grown o’er, 

Are havens of hardy fishermen 
Who live on the western shore— / 

Fishermen’s crofts, with their quaint old homes. 
That were built in the days of yore. 

And she who sits wearily spinning 
Her thoughts of the past with thr thread, 
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Suffers the lot that fishermeD's wives 
And that fishermen’s mothers dread, 
Left alone, in a wearisome world, 

But to work for her daily bread. 


OOR TOON EN*. 

There’s an auld wife bides at oor toon en’, 

She's kind, kind, an’ cannie ; 

An’ she’s kenned by a’ the bairns aboot 
By na^thing else but ** Grannie.” 

Oh ! but bairns are bonnie, 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’. 

An* their sweet lips red wi’ a pure heart's bluid, 
An’ their lisp a heavenly soun'. 

That auld wife lives in a wee thaok hoose 
Sae bien, clean, an* cosie. 

Whaur she sits amang her Donqie bairns, 

A snawdrap in a posie. 

Oh ! but bairns are bonnie, 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’, 

When their sunny heads, like thistle doun, 

Gae wan’rin through the toun» 

Their artless tales she maun hear them a', 

An* queries unco funny. 

When their wee hearts ope, like budding flowers. 
On mornin’s sweet an’ sunny. 

Oh ! but bairns are nonnie. 

When their cheeks are rosy an* roun’. 

Ere the frosts o’ life aroun’ them blaw, 

An’ their warl’ but ae wee toun. 

A* labour o’ love is lichtly borne — 

Aye sweet, sweet, an' ready ; ^ 

An’ Grannie's love for ilk bonnie bairn 
Is pure, pure, an’ steady. 

Oh ! out bairns are bonnie. 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’. 

An’ their een wee, glancin’ stars o’ love, 

That lichteqt a’ aroun’. 

Through the winnock-neuk the sun blinks in 
On Grannie at her wheel, 

Minglin’ the droon wi' the artless Bangs 
O’ the bairns that roun* her kneel. 

Oh I but bairns are bonnie. 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’ ; 
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The sweetest aanffa in the langest life 
Are sangs that bairnies croon. 


When haughs are clad wi’ the siller thorn. 
An* braes wi’ the gowden whin, 

She wreathes their brows wi’ fairer crowns 
Than the glitterin' gowd o' sin. 

Oh ! bat bairns are honnie, 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun*, 
Ere the sickly arts o* worhily pride 
Hae cansed their hearts a stoun’. 


On summer nichts, when the woods grow grey. 
An* bill-taps are but snuny, 

The bairnies a* cluster *bout her knee 
For kisses an* blessin’s mony. 

Oh 1 but bairns are bonnie, 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’, 

When they sport like lambs on the tlowery knewes, 
Till weary, an’ sunbumt broun. 

An’ thrifty mithers may weel, weel wish 
That auld wife micbt be spared ; 

they hae mony braw bairns to tell 
'They grew in Grannie’s yaird. 

Oh 1 but bairns are bonnie, 

When their cheeks are rosy an’ roun’. 

But a guid auld wife wi’ a Inn’ly heart 
To mae than bairns is a boon. 


A LASSIE 1 KEN. 

I ken a lassie that’s sweet — 

Sweet as the new-mown hay, 

Or the openin’ rosebud weet 
In the dawn o* a July day^ 

1 ken a lassie’s that’s true — 

True as the licht to the day ; 

An’ she's pure as the May-morn dew 
That shines on the hawthorn spray. 

1 ken a lassie that’s kind — 

Kinder than words can say ; 

She’s mild as the luidsuinmer’s wind 
That carries the lintie's lay. 
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0 ! but that lassie's bonnie — 
Bonnie, an’ blythe, an' gay ; 
By far the fairest o' ony 
That 1 hae seen in my day. 


THE CRAW»S WEDDING. 

Twa orawB sat 
On a high tree tap, 

Oh bricht grew the gowd on the whin ; 

An* milk-white an’ high 

Sailed the clouds through the sky — 

The bonnie blue sky — 

That was pure as the angels frae sin. 

Twa craws sat 
On a high tree tap, 

An’ crawdowers were seen in the dell ; 
An’ through the grey wuds 
Were the downy saugh bnds 
In eilvery duds, 

An* the burnie crooned sangs 'bont itsd*. 


Twa craws sat 
On a high tree tap, 

While clear rang the Sabbath morn bells ! 
The sweet soun’s w^sre borne 
On the wings o’ the ruorn — 

That early March mom — 

That pure love’s happy union foretells. 


Twa craws sat 
On a high tree tap, 

An’ the merle sang sweet frae the thorn ; 
Oh, sae sweetly he sang, 

While the Sabbath bells rang— 

Sae clear, cleat an' lang ; 

Quo’ the caw, “ Isna this a blythe morn ?” 


» Twa craws sat 

On a high tree tap. 

An’ didna weel ken what to say ; 

Love maks ane look fule, 

Wae, tongue-tackit, an’ dule— 

Like bairjis at the schule— 

When first woke to love’s tremblin’ lay. 
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Twa craws sat 
On a high tree tap, 

Oh, ken ye what thue twa did dae 'i 
They kissed ane anither, 

An’ vowed they would ever 
Be happy thefrither, 

An' caudle an' ooo a’ the day. 

Twa craws sat 
On a hi^h tree tap, 

Quo’ he, Le<ldy, this winna dae : 

We Hiaun bi^ uh a nest, 

Where at e’en yon can rest — 

A cosie, warm nest — 

That will shield a’ the bairns we hae.’’ 

Twa craws sat 
On a high tree tap, 

Nae langer that sweet Sabbath day, 
But gaea fleein’ awa, 

Wi’ a cheery “ caw, caw,” 

A blyther “ caw, caw 

Oh, wha was niair happy than they ? 




WILLIAM ARCHIBALD BRYSSON-MACKINLAY. 

H NATIVE of Ayrshire, and a son of the manse, 
Mr Bryssoii-Mackinlay was born in 1862 at the 
manse of Coylton, where his father was parish minis- 
ter. He was educated at Watson’s Institution, 'Edin- 
burgh, and studied law at Edinburgh University. 
Having a rooted dislike for legal subjects, and the 
plodding perseverance required for the successful study 
of that profession, and a considerable weakness for 
poetry and a Bohemian life, he gradually drifted into 
the profession of letters, .and became an active and 
frequent contributor to the world of periodical litera- 
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ttirQ. Indeed, before entering his teens our precocious 
poet bad penned many verses, principally on amorous 
subjects, for the gratihcation of his little lady friends. 
While he writes prose fluently, his forte is undoubtedly 
verse, which he can compose on his favourite subjects 
with a ready command of poetical similes and a wealth 
of rhyme and rhythm. His early effusions appeared in 
the Hamilton Advertiser and other local newspapers, 
but he has siiKio contributed songs and ballads to the 
Scottish Nights, Argosy, and other well-known maga- 
zines. flis songs evince the true lyrical gift, while 
his ballads possess not a little of the simple imagina- 
tion and touching pathos of the olden time. 

I STOOD ALONE. 

I Btood alone by the salt-sea beach 
Ajnray on a foreign shore, 

And I gazed as far as the eye could reach 
Out where the breakers roar. 

As the white foam rose in a mist of spray, 

Bathing my aching brow, 

1 thought of a maiden far away. 

And what is she doing now ? 

The white gull scre.imltig around me flew, 

Like a shadow of hopes and fears. 

And the water tho win<l from its pinion blew 
Fell wet on my cheek like tears ; 

And f r away, o’er the widening bay, 

A white sail flapped in the breeze. 

O ! sailor, say, will you take to-day 
A message over the seas ? 

G(t tell to the luaid who awaits me there 
'rhat my heart is leal and true. 

Though I gaze not here on her face so dear, 

Yet often in dreams 1 do. 

And the time must flee and the deep, deep sea 
SShall carry me home to her side : 

And down by the quay will she welcome me, 

And the seas shall ne’er divide. 
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MIGNONNETTE. 

O 1 fair are the flowers in the forest that flourish, 

And rare are the flrems in the garden that blow ; 

But fairer and rarer the flower that 1 cherish, 

And sweeter and dearer the charms ehe doth show ; 
For the graces and loves are in harmony met 
In Mignon, mine own, oh, my sweet Mignonnette ! 

Fresh and fair is the rosebud when bathed in the dew, 
And pure is the lily that nods to the stream ; 

But the cheek of my Mignon outrivals the hue 
Of the rose, as her breast doth the lily, 1 ween ; 

For never a floweret did Nature beget * 

To equal my Mignon, my dear Mignonnette. 

When wit sparkles bright from the eye of a fair, 

To enliven the flash of its meteor rays, 

’Tin charming indeed, but it cannot compare 
With the light in the eye of my Mignon that plays : 
For the sweet cherub Love holds an amorous fdte 
In the eyes of my Mignon, mine own Mignonnette I ^ 

And shall I no more in thy sunny smile joy? 

Or drink the delight of thy love-lighted glance ? 

Shall thy sweet murmured pleadings me never decoy 
Or thy soft crimson blushes forbear to entrance Y 
For the bright cynosure of life’s firmament’s set 
Ere I leave thee, my Mignon^ mine own Mignonnette ! 

May the fierce storm of sorrow thy petals ne’er hlight, 
Nor the keen icy wind uf misfortune impair ; 

But the vvarin sun of love thee forever delight, 

And shine on thy blossom unceasing and fair. 

With a smile for the past, and a sigh of regret, 

Adieu i lovely Mignon, mine own Mignonnette ! 


THE FERNY BANKS QF FENDER*^ 

The red light lies on the mountain crest 
Like a habe asleep on its mother’sdireast, 

And the sun dips far in the misty west, 

From the ferny banks of Fender. ' 

The purple heath on the mountain side, 

Where the mtiir cock builds and the plovers bide, 

1b bathed in the glow of eventide, 

And the ferny banks of Fender. * 
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The shepherd’s whistle far up the hill, 

A bark and a bleat in the even’ still, 

The gargling music of yonder rill 
As it ripples to meet the Fender, 

The piping shrill of the wild curlew. 

Such are the sounds would welcome you 
If in the gloaming you wandered to 
The ferny banks of Fender. 

Lo ! there, 'neath the flowering larches tall, 

That shelter the foaming waterfall. 

Stands hermit-wise a cot*houae small, 
linear the ferny banks of Fender. 

And in this woodbine-covered cell 
Bloomed sweet as a rose-bud, bonnie Nell, 

The fairest flower of . hill and dell, 

By the ferny banks of Fender. 

Ah 1 yet methinks that 1 see her there 
Atwining the myrtles in her hair, 

» Or wreajihing flowers on her neck to wear. 

By the t^rny banks of Fender. 

Methinks I hear, from her silvery throat, 

Sweet concords sung to the throstle’s note. 

Which, swelling forth on the breezes, float 
Adown by the banks of Fender. 

I see her yet, with the dying bird 
She found while her ewes she strayed to herd ; 
How she wept as she laivl it beneath the sward 
On the ferny banks of Fender. 

Me-seems to hear the tell-tale sound 
Of the bell her pet ewe’s neck around, 

Which told where bonnie Nell could be found 

• Op the ferny banks of Fender. 

• 

But ah ! alas ! those days are o’er : . 

1 shall rove with iry bonnie Nell no more. 

Where the wild roes spring and the laverock’s soar. 
By the ferny banks of Fender. 

Like a rose where the canker-worm is set. 

She pined e'er the bud was open yet, 

Nor jprayers could save — ah, vain regret ! — 

The flowef of the ferny Fender. 
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Her violet eyes wear a s^raQMr liRbt, 

Her golden looks grow doubly bright* 

And the death -dew hangs from each thread by ni 5 ht* 
As dews on the HowelrB by Fender. 

Her cheek in the funtest blush is drest, 

Now sighs sob nut from her snowy breast ; 

They cease*— like a flower she droops to rest, 

The fairest flower of the Fender. 

• 

Where the owlet her nightly vigil keeps ; 

Where the myrtles wave and the willow weeps ; 
Where the wild thyme breathes, my Nell, she sleeps 
On the ferny banks of Fender. 

Yet oft to the winds my griefs I tell, 

As I wander alone to her flowery cell. 

And fresh in my heart’s my bonnie Nell, 

Who sleeps by the ferny Fender. 


COMJB, LOVE, WHERE LINTWHITES SING. 

Come, love, where lintwhites sing their lays 
In yonder deU sae briery, 0 1 
Where mavis ohaunts her simple praise, 

Sae lichtsoiiie, blythe, and obeerie, 0 l 
There let us spend the summer days, 

Awa’ frae crowds sae steerie, 0 1 
Oar couch the bank, ouc food the slaes, 

O’ yonder dell sae briery, 0 ! 

Hark to the sang, the sang o* lov^ 

Steal frae amang the bracken, 0 I 
While a’ the feathery choir above 
Wi' anthem sweet awaken, O ! 
dae sweet each chord, the heart wad move— 
The heart by care forsaken, O I 
Oome, let us join their chorus, love, 

Amang the bushy bracken^ 0 1 

What charms amang thy bustling race. 

Thou lucre-huntin’ creature, 0 1 
Wi’ thirst o’ gowd pn ilka face. 

Depicted op each feature, 0 I 
Jostlin’ ilk itber oot o' place, 

Sae eager for the seizure, O ! 

O, warldly treasure wad efface 
Oor every drap o’.pleasure, 0 I , 
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Love, leave them to their grovelling vaye» 
Seek yonder dell eae briery, Oi 
An’ hear the throstle tune His lays ' ~ 

To you an me, my dearie, 0 J 
The burnie ’neath the sfaeggan plays. 

An’ a* Is blythe ap* eheerie, O I 
There let us spend tha gowden days 
In bliss an’ peace, my dearie, 0 1 


M. H. DEVENEAU, 

B NATIVE of Edinburgh, is the widow of Mr 
Joseph Deveneau, of the firm of Macdonald & 
Deveneau, drapers there. Mr Deveiiehu was an enter- 
prisgig and, public-spirited young merchant, well-read 
and intelligent, who was removed from the world just 
when he had entered on a promising career as a man 
of business. Since his death Mjra Deveneau has 
solaced her leisure hours by the composition of a num- 
ber of sweet and thoughtful hymns and poems, several 
of which have appeared in the Christian Leader and 
other publications. These are clearly the impulses of 
a poetic, highly accomplished, and truly devout mind. 
In all that Mls Deveneau writes there is evidence of a 
heart fully strung to give out tender tones of love, 
faith, and Christian sympathy; and, as she is still only 
in the ^oujhful prime of womanhood, much good work 
may be expected bf her. 

LIGHT A^FTER DARKNESS. 

** Ye are Ihe temples of the Holy Ghost.'* 

O, Lord I my altar tire ia burning dim, 

The temple lamps are slawly dying out ; 

Drench’d by deiuair or blown by winds of doubt, 

Gone the sbechinab and the cherubim 
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No aong can breathe from out the braised reeda ; 
Broken or tenaionleaB the aweet harp atringa ; 

Within the holy place no clear bell rings, 

In token that therein the high priest pleads 1 

Desolate sounds come from the outer world — 

Wild, sobbing winds and ever drifting rain — 

And life seems now all loneHnees and pain, 

Its music mute, and joy’s gay banners furled 1 

Joy's day is done, now sorrow's night comes on ; 

O Lord, that night is dark, the hour is late ; 

Oh ! enter quickly this, ITiy Temple gate. 

Ere hope be dead, or love and faith be gone I 

• 

Lay on my altar. Lord, Thy sacred dre ; 

Touch with Thy quiok'ning light the,flick 'ring lamps ; 
DisjMl the gloom, disperse all chilling damps, 

Witn stronger life, faith, hope, and love inspire I 

Thou, Lord, wilt smooth, not break, the bruised reed. 
Re-tune the harp, bind all its broken strings^ 

Then praise shall rise to Thee on stronger wings, 

Ti^o art my life, light, comforter, indeed I 


Lo 1 fire and earthquake, wind that breaks the rocks 
The air is full of rushing, awfuLnoise ; 

Now a great silence, hark I a still, small voice," 

And at the gate the Spirit stands and knocks ! 

Even as I speak a presence fills the place ; 

Now on the altar flames the sacred nre ;i 
Flash all the lamps, and music fills the choir. 

And with the cherubim I veil my face ! 


OUR HOPE. 

Shine they on the sacred page 
These glad words from age to age, 
Brightest when dark tempests rage- 
** Jesus Christ our Hope.” 

Storm-tossed mariners are we, 
Drifting out on life’s wild sea ; 

Thou our anchorage shalt be, 

Jesus Chrbt our Hope. « 
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When life's day is olear and fair» 

All unstained by grief or care, 

Thnii -dost in our gladness share, 

Jesus Christ imr Hope. 

But when night glooms dark and drear. 
Clouded o'er by douht and fear, 

Near art Thou, and still more dear, 

Jesus Christ our Hope. 

When our spirits pant and yearn 
More of love and Thee to learn. 

Clearly our faith discern 
Jesus Christ our Hope. 

When we bury out of sight 
Those who were of earth the light. 

Bark forebodings put to flight, 

Jesus Christ our Hope. 

Bid each Hng’ring doubt expire, 

Kindle Thou faith's dying dre, 

.With these words our lives inspire — 

Jesus Christ our Hope. 

Then when ended is life’s race. 
Strengthened by Thy love and grace, 

May we see Thee face to face, 

Jesus Christ our Hope. 

• 

SH ABOWS. 

The shadows of evening are stretched out. — Jer. vl. 4. 

* 

The wind is moaning along the shore, 

Where waves are breaking with sullen roar. 
Darkness on light is closing the door, 

"The shadows of evening are stretched out.” 

"" • 

Noiseless, shadowless, to and fro, 

Flieth the angel of the snow ; 

She heedeth not that on earth below 

"The shadows of evening are stretched out'” 

The year we greeted in hope and fear 
Is passing friiin us, the end draws near ; 

And over his face, so sad, so dear, 

" The sl^adows of evening are stretched out,” 
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Xfife’i aKMTQ It pvt^4 Ite mid*day dona, 
fittHBot and alter^ow are gone ; 

In tta twilight jJone, 

Add '* ftliidpwt m ti^pnittg are stretched out.” 

Oh t n^htlttt idtjr« tr^re never falls 
^e faintest sliaaotf thy walls ; 
Wherelio tired wgt^hMan ever calls. 

ahadows o(<^|«olng are stretched out” 


X long to dhrell hi tl|ihe Mdlesss day. 

Long foyr the thados^ to me away 
From heart and Hlti, and no more say. 

** The shadows of eyenlng are stretched out.” 


Oh i heart, be still, vrhy aioum and weep, 

God throogh all darknetm doth thee keep-^ 

** He His b^oved deep,” 

When shadows of evening are stretched out.' 


From life tnd death will darkness flee, 
Grief, pain, unfold their mystery--- 
FHien dairns Heaven's endless day for thee. 
And no more shadows be stretehed out, 


ROBERT COCHRANE BUIST 

[M.^ (Sr. Ann.) ; E A. (OamB.) ; M.^ , CTM., (E:din.) 

♦IrtOBERT COCHRANE BUIST, son of Thomas 
ll\ Bnist, upholsterer, was born in Dundee in 1860. 
He was educated first at Euclid (Jresceut Scbo(],«^and 
afterwards at the High School, where he was medallist 
in Matl)atnatics. But even while vet a school-boy he 
was a gt^dent of science at the closes of the Young 
Men'd Christian Association, thug early giving evidence 
of thdt wide intellectual sympathy which has since so 
strongly characterised him. Be had intended, on 
leaving school^^^to proceed direct to, the study of 



ROBERT C. BUIST. 


346 


Medicine, but having gained Memorial 

Scholarship, he, at die to St. 

Andrews University, and ^t|ineugb the 

ordinary Arts curriculum, attending^ a|so classes of 
Chemistry, Geology, Nattl^ History# ted S^S^iology 
While at St. Andrews he^elieAy dietejgteted himself 
in the classes of Greeh^' ted Natural 

Philosophy, and in the U’^rfory and temperance 
societies. He took from St, Andrews the precioua gifts 
she offers so nreely to her sona^-^freedom, gpM, Ix^ks, 
friends, ^nd health. A born matbematidan, he was 
one of those who fell undet the spell of Professor 
Chrystal during his brief stay in St Ani^ws. His 
knowledge of Matbematics and Greek mrde nim an easy 
inner of the Spence Bursary of his year; and having, 
two years kter, graduated with first-class honours in 
Mathematics and gained the Guthrie Scholarship, he 
pi acceded* to Cambridge. Here ,he entered at Corpus 
Christi College, and read for the Mathematical Tripos 
with the famous tutofj Mr Boutb. Each year he 
gained the first scholarship of bis College, and at the 
end of three years he graduated as fourteenth Wrangler. 
I'his position, highly honourable as it was; somewhat 
disappointed many of his St Andrews friends, who hoped 
for higher honours. But the mathematical spell had 
been broken shortly after going to Cambridge, There 
w .lb not enough of human interest in the subject to fill 
up the heart of Mr Buist, for by this time the great 
social and oconomic qiiCMtions which have so great a 
chcimi f )r many young men^ were calling loudly to 
him for answer. After graduation, another year was 
spent in (Jambndue reading Wiysiology ; and, having 
taken a Third Class in the Higher Division of the 
Natural History Tripos, Mr Buist left Cambridge, and 
iu Edinburgh began bis Ipug-deferred study of Medi- 
cine. 

In the Medjcal Classes, afti^r eigte years of Uni- 
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versitj life end also after oo^cb overtrork at Cambridge, 
Mr Buist did not strive ha^ for examinations and class 
prizes* But rest fot all active minds means change of 
work j and accordlnglj we find that he threw himself 
heart and soul into the work of the Sociological 
Society^ the Students’ Bepresentative Council, and the 
Innominate C3ub* To the work he did for the first- 
mentioned society, and liie men it brought him into 
contact with, Mr Buist owes much of his in- 
tellectual and moral development. The Students’ 
Representative Council was^ however, for soipe time 
his great work in Edinburgh. His experience of 
University life had shewn him how much students 
could do for themselves, and with a definite policy on 
the subject, he found himself elected in his first year 
to the Executive, and in his second to the President- 
ship of the Council. 

’ During his course in Edinburgh Mr Buist was aLo 
engaged in teaching, lioth in school and privately, and 
yet, in spite of all this, he has contrived to do more 
clinical work than most men by devoting his vaca- 
tions to it. Having graduated as M.B. and C.M. in 
1888, he subsequently increased his professional know- 
ledge and widened his experience by acting as 
assistant in Momingside Asylum as locum tcnens in a 
country practice, and by studying in Vienna. He also 
lectured on Astronomy at Perth and Monttose in con 
nection with the St. Andrews University Extension 
Scheme. 

Dr Buist, during 1887 and part of 1888, was edttor 
and to a great extent writer of a University magazine 
— “ The Student,” Jn its first yeaf twelve numbers 
appeared,, of which he wrote about half; while during 
1888 h6 edited nine numbers, and then handed it over 
to the Students’ Council. '^In it is a good deal of verse 
from )iiS pen. Our poet bes now begun the practice of 
his {Hussion in bis native town. There his numerous 



ROBERT 0. BUIST. 


347 


friends hope that he may long to live his 

busy, cheerful, useful life, bringing ^ health and happi- 
ness to his patients *by his bright emSe and .helpful, 
hopeful words. Ever graceful, and very frequently 
playful, Dr Buist possesses the true poetic faculty. 
He has a rich gift of fancy, a contemplative mind, 
and, in addition to a fine command of lyric measure, 
he has also, his strikingly pathetic moods — the j^tbos 
being occasionally relieved by flashes of real humour. 

ffHE SONG OF THE SHUTTLE. 

The shuttle Mings to the weaver’s croon, 

The weaver's hand has no time for sloth ; 

The shuttle rattles this merry tune 
To comfort the naked crying for clothe 
This way, that way, this way, t^at way, 

Whole thread, broken thread, over and under ; 

This way, that way, this way, that way, 

* Ever I join by putting asunder. 

The sun shines bright through the weaver’s door, 

The weaver's work is a happy lot 

Amici hirt bairns, hihI the shuttle Sings 
With A happy heart in the weaver's cot — 

This way, that way, this way, that way, ftc. 

The shuttle is rattling faster and faster. 

Dashed through the woof at a lightning speed ; 

The Wea«er*M children work for a master 
To help the great world growing in need. 

(Bapid^.) 

This way, that way, this way, that way, to 

^The sun shines bright on the whited roof, 

• And hot are th^ heads, and dull with noise, 

Eyes, listless, look at the weary woof. 

No weaver is chere, but his wife and boys. 

(Mare ra2ndly ) « 

But this way, that Way, this way, that way, to 

The shuttle sings yet quicker his tune, 

And work for a man is his Wife’s instead, 

And children’s come to the world too soon. 

Now weavers are naked, and crying for bread. 
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*^SS?way, that wayk this way, that way, 

Whole thread, hniketi thread, over and under ; 
Tills way, that way, thh way, that way, 

Ever X joifi by {liittHig asunder. 


THE HABEIEBS’ CALL. 

Haste to the tneeii, apd let us go, 

Leave work and books behind us ; 

Send forth the Hares, for well we know 
Where pleasure and where health shall find ua. 
OAorus . — Tf aught nan oheer when spirits fall, , 

'Tie the merry sound of the Harriers' call ; 

Tally-ho 1 Tally-ho! 

Tie the mdrry seund of the Harriers’ call. 

Adowu the hillside let us rush, 

O'er fence and furrow bounding ; 

Along the Imaes of stlfiest brush, 

And hear the merry chorus sounding. 

If aught can cheer, Ac. 

Across the lea so merrily 
The Fast and Slow are trailing : 

Dash through the river cheerily. 

Nor hedge nor hill defien their scaling. 

If anght can cheer, Ac. 

A sight ! a sivht 1 away we go 
Pell-mell through gorse and heathei, 

A «teath 1 a death t rings Taliy-ho I 
And life is fun in golden weather. 

If anght can cheer, &c. 

Then here’s to Harm and Fast and .Slow, 

^nd here’s to Whip and Face, hoys ; 

Here’s to the ground where’er we go, 

Here’s to the gallant Paper Chase, boys. 

If anght can cheer, Ac. 

THESE GEiiMS. 

When you blow youi^ nose or wash youi toes 
^.You're getting rid of gembs, 
tTpoii whose forces Obiene discourses 

/ In iliilv mAAMiVAii fAvind 
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They’re down the Tfatf ontf atid 3roo note, 
In Lung: ur Stowaoli boddlng ; 

Ere you defect 'em, they’ire In the Beetmn, 

Or up the Urethra JKmdding* 

They give CyatitU j Pyelt^ 

And Diptheritia know 'em ; 

Form bed prognoeea for Antbrnoosh 
And Tuberouloaia, blow 'em. 

T' innresse their ddmeina needa no Ptomafnea, 
Themselves are ready noxe ; 

It’s no use watching, we must do catching 
Of such wee things hy proxy. 

We trust to Sprays^ or by relays 
We ply the Irngator ; « 

But while we're blowing, they are knowing, 
And pop their heads up lat^. 

When we waken, then we’re taken. 

And likewise when We're sleepiir ; 

If we're laughin’, gerpis we're ouaffin, 

< And also when we're weepinC 

On bread and paste 'tie germs we taste ; 

They flourish on potato $ 

Therea no relief in takin* beef in. 

Nor mustard oor tomato. 

But good Prof. Qi., for you and me, 

Has found a beast to beat 'em ; 

And, turning frights to new delights, 

Calls leucocytes to eat 'em. 

® ADDENDUM. 

And hold Fehleisen has ta’en the ** pison " 
And put it on a cancer ; 

When patients try and do not die, 

* He finds the method answer, 

THE WARL’*MAKBR. 

(After Theodor Koemer.) 

As a laddie was Oeordie a queer wee deil. 

In mischief nae itber cam’ near at ’is heel, 

An’ twas ever the same withoot ony doot, 

He was aye at the boddom whan inlsohief fdl dot ; 
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An* whan onything happened, lat be what it micht, 

It a’ was shoved on the luckless wee wicht ; 

An* to luak’ ’iin confess what 'twas he had daen, 

He was soondly licked, syne again for the sin. 

Sae it earn* that the loon, when a lickin' was due, 

Feared for twa, claimed the sin that anither sud rue. 

When the meen'ster ae day catecheesed the wee carle, 
**Goine, tell me," he spiered, “wha ^twas made the warl 
The auld man spak* to bairns wi’ face sae austere, 

That the laddie was feared, and his thochis gaed asteer; 

He was shocked at the sins o' thae scoundrels o’ men, 

But he wistna wha, an' said, ** I dinna ken.” 

The auld man was anger't — ** Yesinfu’ wee loon, 

Tell me straucht on the Rpot,’*an' he brocht his stick doon, 

An* threppit the haim to lick 'im richt sair, 

Gin’ aboot the warl's makin* his t)H>chtH werena cl^ear. 

Noo, the laddie was feared what he’d said was a lee, 

Sae he gulped oot, *' Oh ! sir, lat your stick bide awee, 

I’m shure I’m richt sorry, I didna W(‘el ken, 

1 confess it was me, but I'll no dae’t again. " 

DOCTOR I R O N G R A Y . 

AFTER DOCTOR EISENBART (1061-1727). 

Oh ! 1 am Doctor Irongray, 

CAorus. — Crede videqu’id, boom-hoom*, 

I cure the folk in a new-fangleil way, 

Crede videqu’id, l^xnn-boom ; 

For I can make a lame man talk, 

Crede videqu’id, boom-booin, hooui-booin. 

And send my dumb men out to walk. 

Crede videqu’id, boom-hor>m. 

At Potsdam T trepanned the cook 
To His Gracious Majesty the Duke ; 

I took an axe and split his head, 

And then of course 1 cured him— dead. 

A student came, who could never sleep sound 
Till 1 gave him opium by the iiouiid ; 

1 sent him to bed his sleep to Vak«, 

And the beggar isn't yet awake. ^ 

A little old man from Langleybeck 
Game with a lump upon his neck ; 

* The boom-boom, intended to represent the sound of a drum, is usiiully 

sung with aij accompaiiimeiit beaten on the \>jth the fists. 
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With a hemp rope I stopp'd its inorease, 
And now the poor little man has peaoe. 

And one who had a soldier's lot. 

Had been in Egypt and got It hot ; 

1 took three bullets of lead away — 

And his dans and I look in vain for pay. 

And that is the way that 1 core the folk ; 
Untried, it might a smile provoke ; 

Blit that it can all pain abate 
I bet it does— by my Doctorate. 


THOMAS FAED, R.A., 

M HOSE pictures illustratiug Scottish scenes have 
made his name widely known, was bom at 
Barlay Mill, Gatehouse-of*Fleet, Galloway, in 1826, 
whore his father was an engineer and millwright. From 
a carefully and tastefully prepared work of deep interest 
and value, “The Bards of Galloway,” edited, with an in- 
troduction and notes, by Malcolm M‘L» Harper, (Dal- 
beattie ; Thomas Fraser, 1889), we learn that our 
artist-poet “ studied under his brother, Mr John Faed, 
then an eminent miniature painter in Edinburgh ; also 
in the “ Trustees' Academy ” there, under Sir William 
Allan, J^.R S.A. ; l^omas Duncan, R.S.A. ; Alexander 
Christie, Jl.S A. ; and lastly, John Ballantyne, R.S.A. 
He took annual prizes in various departments of Art. 
The earliest work he exhibited in public was a drawing 
in water-colours, “ The Old English Baron.” He soon 
after commenced oil painting, exercising his brush 
chiefly on homely subjects. Mr Faed became an 
associate of the? Royal Scottish Academy in 1849, ex- 
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bibiting there annually, and executing, among otlior 
approved pictures, the popular one of Scott and his 
FHeude at Abbotsford. He aotilod permanently in 
London In lb52, and exhibited at the Roy id Academy, 
in 1855, “The MitherlesH Bairn in 1856, “Home 
and the Homeless;” and \n 1857, and subsequently, 
“ The First Break in the Family,” A Listener ne’er 
hears guid o* HimseT,’* “Sunday in the Backwoods,'’ 
“His Only Pair,'” “From Dawn lo Sunset,” “The 
Last o* the Clan,” “ Baith Faither and Mither,” “The 
Gamekeeper’s Daughter,” “No Rose without a Thorn, ’ 
and many other popular picture, most of which have 
been engraved. Mr Faed v\as made an Associate in 
1869, and a member of the Royal Academy in 18G4 
He is also an Honorary Member of the Royal Scottish 
Academy, Edinburgh, aud au Honorary Member oi 
the Imperial Academy, Vienna. ’ It is also added that 
Mr Faed has a taste for literature, and ocoasionally 
WOOS the muse- his contributions to the London press 
and the local journals having been frequent. Tins is 
not surprising,' for our readers are well aware that we 
have from time to time shown that a true artist can 
scarcely fail to be a poet, and they have been long 
accustomed to find poetry in the w^ork of those who 
follow art as a profession. Painting and Poesy .no 
twin sisters, aud many of Mr Faeds pictures aio at 
once a poem, a tale, and a work of art— the throe-fold 
fruit of his genius. The life of our ‘present jioot, how'- 
ever, has been rather that of an artist than a literary 
man, literature having been to him merely a' piel'Sing 
pastime. ^ His poems, like his paintings, are charming 
pictures df, Scottish life and char- ctor, recording iho 
manners, the occupations, and the pleasures of rural 
hom^S and humble domestic life. I’hey suggest auld 
w'arT cosiness, and j)resent much warmth and richness 
of colour. They all flow with graceful fancy, aud 
abound in picturesque beauty. Most his thouglits 
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are exquisitely neat ana dainty^ ftnd possess that care- 
ful detail and natural feeling tht^t dre SO nianifest in 
his welhknown pictures. 

WEE AUNTIE JBANIE. 

Twas wee Auntie Jeanfe that sat by oar bed— 

We bad baith haid our prayers at her knee, 

She was winatune and sweet, wi* a glad smile to meet 
My rosy wee brither and me. 

Bnt she left us at last ; sad, sad were our hearts, 

And sair, O ! sae ^air did we weep, 

T^ugh we held bv her s^leeve, thinking she couldna leave* 
Tul our grip slid awa* in our sleep* 

We are bairnic'’ nae langer<--^ohnnie noo is a man, 
Working haid for ray faCther and rae $ 

Vet, through monie lang years, rise unbidden our tears, 

For auntie aud inither was she. 

It’s noo but a dream— 'a dim dream o' the nioht, 

An she gliden to the foot o* my bed, 

But nae smile can I trace on her twilight-like face, 

Though her golden hair halo’s her head. 

BURNS.* 

Not Homer’s lays to ancient Greek 
On Suniuin’^ marble lying, 

In sweeter, grander tunas could speak 
'I'o warrior bold, or maiden meek. 

Than Burns, among^ his moorlands bleak, 

^ Who sang in strains undying. • 

The shepherd, ’mid his mountain land. 

The cow-boy apd the hind, 

The artisan with horny hand, 

All bless the peasant-bard whose wand 
With roatfic witched their native strand — 

^ All own his master mind. 

Words gave he to the h9ahful swain, 

^ U e sweeter made the May 

When lovers meet— will meet again— 

Tlie old, old song, the old refrain— 

♦Suggested by Alma Tudcma's Pamtiiijy—**^ Kendlng from Homer, ** 
Koyal Academy ^bdbltloo, ISHA, 

• >V , 
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The twilight koair tfa^it. breaks the strain 
Of weai^i toilsoHie day. 

The poorest oo^t his lays, 

Since life’s hard strife began. 

Forgets its slavish, drudging ways, 

, Forgets its dark and sunless da^s, 

And lifts his eyes to God in praise, 

Toieei he still lamaii. 

The sir6 bequeathed unto his son 
True pride and manly sense ; 

Could thrift and toil life’s fight have won. 
That father, when his days were done, 

Could not have left his gifted one • 

A nobler 'heritance. 

A FAIRY-LAND AMONG THE HILLS. 

A fairy-land among the hills, 

’Mid misty peaks and glancing rills ; 

Far, far away from human ills, 

In dreamland, I met thee, Fanny. 

0*er heath aglow with setting sun, 

Thy band in mine, — ofir love begun, 

With hearts as fresh as when 1 won 
Thine own leal one to me, Fanny. 


Where did we go ^the twilight o’er us. 

Our love our guide'; the world before us : 

The murmuring wind through the echoing corries 
Made music with thy voice, Fanny. 

Thine eye rny star— was ever light 
So soft, so witching, or so bright *? — 

The gloaming shading into night 
Was never felt by me, Fanny. 


The swift shrike’s scream the silence broke, 
The homeward raven’s eerie croak 


Ben Lloyal's solemn slumber woke, 

I felt thee cling to me, Fanny. 
The mournful owl, like gentle sign, 
^g^ned thy soft (^eek in passing by, 
ging, with half averted eye, 

The closer still to me, Fanny. 


It , was our spirits’ trysted meeting 
By yon grey Stoqe, our Wijid hearts beating. 
The oid, old tale of love repeating. 

So dear to thee and me, Fanny.,) 
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Dreams of a time that would not i^ay,. 

When youth was one long holiday^ ; 

And tears our sorrows w^^ed iiway/ . 

Ah 1 would it were so now» F'annjr 

I woke— Alas ! the morning star 
Hong trembling o’er dark Ben Avar, 

And thy sweet spirit, dim, afar, 

In sadness left my view, Fanny< 

The envious dawn on light wings borne. 

In purply plumage paints the morn, 

And I—'all lonely and' forlorn — 

My heart has gone with thee, Fanny. 


NICOL FERGUSON, 

<• 

21 NATIVE of Cumbernauld, Dumbartonshire, was 
Jm\ bom in 1830. One who took an interest in his 
early productions says that ** Nicol has been born a 
poet, both by his father’s and his mother’s sides. By 
paternal descent, we believe, be has the blood of the 
family of Robert Ferguson, the Scottish poet, in his 
veins, and by his mother he is connected with 
‘Clauders,’ a famous Edinburgh satirist of the last 
century.” When only ten years of age, after being 
employed “ herdin’ auld grminy’s kye,” he was sent to 
wcrk in a coal mine, and frorn^ that period until 
receijtly, at home, apd afterwards in the coal fields, of 
Pennsylvania, lie followed this laborious calling. 
After the* stoppage of the colliery at which he was 
employed, he, wdien about forty years of age, emigrated 
to the Western Hemisphere. There his heart still goes 
back to Caledonia and the dear old eOenes of his early 
days. This is shown in a volume of ! Sottish poems 
and songs he recently issued. Mr Ford informs os in 
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his “ Album that at the time this volume was issued 
iW author was so afflicted with atthma that he could 
UQt travd a hundred yard«\without resting for breath. 
The way he came to get n;^ his little book was like 
this r—Some of his fellow^Workrhen, knowing that he 
was a rhyhier, reciter, and story-teller, joined together 
and helpi^ him to print' it. “ Had it not been for 
their advice and help,** Mr Ferguson says himself, 
“ my paltry compositions would never have troubled 
the world. I never wrote them for publication, or 
ever expected to derive any benefit. I only wrote 
for amusement or pistimc^^and never dreamed I would 
ever need to sell them for a living.’* 

His bits of verse are none the less fresh and appet- 
ising that they were ** rhymed for fun,’* and, now that 
necessity has driven him to his “ wit’s end ** for the 
means of subsistence, we hope the poor old poet will 
find a ready market for bis ware. ^ 

TBMPLAB JOHN’S WIFE. 

Templar John, he bss a wife, 

0, waei^ me ! „ 

Wha spoils the progrofis o’ hie life, 

0, wae<) am i 

Frae morn till niqUi; she rin^ aroon’ 

Frae boase to hoase, baith up and doOn ; 

She is pae credit to our town, 

* Q, waea me 1 

Her face wi’ dirt a knlfe.w&d try, 

O, waes me 1 

’ Her hair looks iow’rib’ to the sky— 

0, waes me 1 

Her bou8e*>-0,.my^ I dere na* tell 

The very optside hM a smell* 

Beside it naue could ever dwell, 

0, waes me ! 

For tipplftt' whisk}^ ebeVr nae toy, 

'I 0, wees w t ‘ 

* Shell a wt* any “ boy^” 
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An* in her haun* tb« jnff ffwltaff 
Bieht back her tuoti^ toe eba^Hiiifr s 
Her lipe n6't>r pree pr^leiie m«i$« ** 

O, waea nkh i 

She’s the eleaneet^i^hitker e’er X aaw, 
f O, waee me ! 

1 ne’er oonld drink Vi* her aen» * 

0, waee met 

At hauf a pint ehettl me a glan(;iet 
Syne ower her oraie Me']] mek* it dance, 
v\ V her nae oronie has a chance^ 

O, waee me t 

I n6*er will join her ony mair, 

0, waee me I ^ 

I ne'er wi’ her had mnckle share, 

0, waea me t 

I’ve heard her own the trnth hersel*, 

When dry she'd drain mAiSt ony etUl ; 

An’ muokle mair to tne did tell, 

O, waee ma l 

I lauch’d yestreen to hear her sing, 

O, waee me i 

Syne ehe would danoe the Hielan'* ding« 

O, waea mO | 

She aet her feet wi’ akilVddike care, 

An’ fairydike tript ower the flair, 

But wheelm’ rot4i’-^i^ sing pae mair, 

0, waen me'* 

TUB AULD SCOTTISH TONGUE. 

Come, sit ye dunn, oronlea, afore that ye gang. 

An* aing unto me an auld Scottish sang ; 

There’s naethlng aae ohceva me, i think tm at^l young 
When T hear a aang anng in the auld Soottiah tO|tgtte. 

• 

Sing aboot bnrniea, aing aboot glens, 

Sing Aboot mountains, mec^dowa, and plaids ; 

But the theme o c maun be, whatever is sung, 

The praise o’ auld Soptlknd in the auld Scottish tongue, 

Nae Bangs like the Scottish ever charm my auld ear. 
An’ the tone o’ the singers soon mitkcS me draw noitf 
I can tell by their style if IraeJSdotUmd theycprun^ 
They cannaesheat me In thc anid Scottish tong^. 
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Tis the land o’ my faither^ the land o’ my bSrth, 
’Tie the land I pnae d^retf than ony on earth ; 

1 love it. I’ll praise it tiU by death T am stung, 
An* sing to my last In the auld Scottish tongue. 

Sing o* her sons and daughters sae fair, 

Sing^ o’ auld cronies we may never see mair, 

Sing whaur her freedom frae England she wrung, 
At}^’ sing it to me in che^nld Scottish tongue. 

Sing o’ her bluebell an' heathery braes, 

Sing o* her whins, her^wild nits, an’ her slaes, 
Sing^ o* her thistle — but, whatever is sung, 

, O, sing a* to me in the auld Scottish tongue i n 


THE BAILIE'S KNOWE. 

A guid New Year I wish you, Joe, 

My gallant Men’ and brither, 

*Tis mony a weary year noo 
Since we roamra aboot thegither ; 

An* tho’ we’re auld an' totterin’ noo, 

' Wi’ taps as white as tow, 

I’ll ne'er forget the boyish days 
Upon the Eailie’s Knowe. 

O, dae ye mind sio sport we had 
When schulin’ hours were bye, 

And ran like twa young fairies 
To herd auld granny’s kye ; 

And tell ilk ither stories, Joe, 

Till the sun would gloomy grow ; 

This world was then a paradise 
Upon the Bailie’s Knowe. 

And still it’s bat a blink, Joe, 

To think upon thae days, 

When we roamed cot owre tfie Bells Bank, 
And pn’d the hips and slaes ; 

Bat them that pn’d them wi’ us, Joe, 

Fell death’s blawn oot their lowe ; 

They’ve ta’en a lang and last fareweel 
Noo o' the Bailie’s Knowe. 

But cheer- your heart, auld trusty Joe, 

Ance 'mair oor girrs we’ll ca'. 

And atraucht dor' Stoopit backs again. 

Fling oare abeht the wa' ; 
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And spiel the braes again ilmt we 
When callants dpun did row, 

And chant a sang for aold langs^rne 
Upon the Bailie'eKnowe. 


GEORGIANA BROWN MACKENZIE 

^ S a direct descendant of John Brown, of Had-' 
dington, being his great-grand-daughter. Jler 
father was the Rev. (ioorge Brown, of North Berwick, 
and she numbers among her relatives some well-known 
and justly celebrated men. The late Dr John Brown, 
of 4* Rab and His Friends ” fame, was her full cousin 
— his father, Rev. John Brown, D.D . being her uncle. 
Dr, Robert Johnston, Professor of Bxegetical Theology in 
Edinburgh University, is another cousin, and Dr Alex- 
ander Crum Brown, the well-known chemical analyst, 
half-brother of “ Rab,” bears the same relationship, 
Mrs Mackenzie is, on the maternal side, descended from 
an old and honourable Scottish family, and numbers 
among her ancoslors Abraham Hunie, who suffered the 
noble death of martyrdom in the dark “ killing times” 
of Charles 11. The spirit of poesy seems to have pos- 
sessed her from youth, but it is only of late years that 
she Jhas. published any of her productions. She has, 
coiflributed to ihe*GIas^(yw Meroldy Life and Worhy and 
several (,;ther niagaziues and newspapers. 

FOND MBMOBIEa. 

1 ain sitting in the twilight, 

Thinking i)f long bye-gone years. 

Of the loved ones who have left me, ' 

Ana my eyes are full of tears. 
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lily laW>aOfi0eB to me. 

Am need id lie of yore, 

Lm bar gtentte hind upon me, 
wbiepert softly* ** Wi^ep no more. 

** 1 have watohod thee* oh, my darlingr S 
Since my initlt took its flight 
To the land of day eternal. 

To the land of endltoB night. 


** X have matched thee in thy sorrow, 
Watched ^ee nt the bed o! death, 
When thy loved one fast was fading, 
^ Taking leave of this cMd earth. 

And 1 saw the attgeh waiting 
for the spirit to depart ; 

There was joy among their armies, 
Though a pang was at thy heart. 


** Now life’s sorrows all are ended, 



** Npw* my darling* I must leave thee, 
I most bid my child farewell ; 

But well meet again in heaven, 

There for evermore to dwell. 


You must bring your loved ones with you — 
Pray for them by night and day ; 

Ask yotir Saviour to leceive them — 

Never did He oast Away/’ 


MY LILY. 

The l^ter stood in my garden, 
Be^d^ the lUles whitre ; 

He stooped and ptuck^ the purest 
^hat moomea in the morning light. 

iesald* ’^Ittaket^iefaireBt, 

To plant In my garden above, 

To bask in eterntd sunshine, 

Tb bloom^ln the garden of love.” 

1 could notWw ho the Master, i 
1 copld net say Amen,” 
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Ar he took my sweefii fait tttf 
That T ne’er ooMd «ate> 

I only thought of my sorrow^ 

And my tears fell down Hke rain ; 

My life seemed ueeiesB and empty. 

And my fondest hopes in vain. 

But the Master now hath tanght me 
To say “ His will be done?^ 

And how with meek sobmHniioii 
Till my earthly course is fttn. 

And I think of my sweet, pore lily 
Making the angels glad. 

Blooming in yonder garden-^ 

Why. then, should 1 be sadT 

ril tend my bed of lilies, 

I’ll water them every night, 

looking again for the Master, 

Till He comes in the morning light, 

LOST OS TSfE HILLS. 

The child looked up with a sonny smile 
At the rainbow o er the h!U ; 

He Raid—*’ Ft’s the way to Paradise. 

Where the angels go at will.” 

He looked at hn home beside the streami 
HU sinters at their play. 

Then turned his steps to the far'^off hill, 
Where the angels^ pathway lay. 

He wandered on throfagh the valley fair. 
Where gowans and mue-bells grew, 

Among the ferns and reindeer moss, 

And milkwort wet with dew ^ 

And onward pnd upward he climbed the h!l 
And chased the buttetfiies bright, 

But be could not reach the tnountain-top, 
So rugged rvas toe height. 

The Hun sank down beneath the hlU, 

And left the primrose wi^. 

When that liUtle child lay aown to rest 
At the close of the emnmer day ; 

He call^l aloud for hl^ mother de^, 

And bis tears fell fast met tain, 
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M one Ilf one the eUrtf peeped ont— 

'Bht bia team were all in vain. 

A shepherd wm watohihg bis flock that night 
From the top of the monntain bare. 

And he heard the pitifid Ory of the child 
^ Carried np on the twilight air ; 

And downward with banning steps he came, 
Over rooks and streamrhy the wav ; 

But no one knew what be suffered that night 
Till he^oame where his own child lay I 

He folded his arms round h!s own dear boy. 

And pressed him to bia breast, 

Then carried him to bis far-off home, 

And laid him there to rest. 

So the good Shepherd carries his own dear lambs 
O'er mountains rugg^ and bare, 

And -lays them to rest in their far-off Home 
On the sweet dewy pasture there ! 


VIOLET BROWN MACKENZIE, 

1 daughter of Mrs G. A. B. Macikenzie, and 

jsister of H. J5. Mackenzie, po^tand iiDvolist, was 
born at Loch Carron, West Ross-shire, and is now (1889) 
eighteen years of age. . She a as educated in the North, 
and early showed signs of poetic talent. The first poem 
by her that appeared in print was when she was ‘/mly 
fourteen — the occasion being the sudden death of a 
dear youjs^g friend, whose loss . Violet lelt very 
keefily.,^%ince then she hafe published at intervals in 
SerM^ Scottish NighU^ and other maga- 
zin^^md newspap^s. She is of a highly romantic 
tei^^amentj and la^g^at admirer of the best poets 
ofjaeday. 
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TRUE HEAllTS,' 

She looked across a stormv sea, 

As evening shadoiivs gatbercHl fast ; < 

She wondered how the BU|Ci-rayB Am 
W hen all the glorious day Is past ; * 

She wondered if when morning came 
The sunlights'' rays would be tha eame. 

She looked across the ocean wave ^ 

To where a boat had sailed away, 

The waters dark were like a grave 
Shrouded in iniet and shadows j^ey ; 

She watched the boat sail out of sight 
Into the shadowland of night. 

A cry went ontward from the shore, 

O'er waters dark and Shadows g^ey-* 

** O love me, love, till life is o’er I" 

Then in the darkness died away ; 

And from the boat an answer came— 

“ Through life, through death, 1 love the same.’’ 

0, bravely cross the ecean wave. 

Small craft, that holds a heart so bold i 
So true and loyal that e’en the grave 
Can never dim its wealth of gold. 

Though night be dark, and rarting sore; 

Soon, soon all partings will he o’er. 

True love can live, though oceans sever, 

True hearts cao love, though far apart, 

And, meeting, rest in peace for ever. 

In perfect union — heart to heart ; 

And after storm v seas find rest. 

For aye, on one beloved breast. 


RELICS. 

01k little flower, thott tiny blossom fair, 

now dear to me, though crushed and withered so ; 
She wore thee once amqng her glossy hair, 

, On a sweet summerjs day,* long, long ago. 

O, tiny little glove, bo small and dne ! 

How sacredly I keep ihoe near my heart ; 

Both little hand and glovo once lay jn mine^ 

But yeftrs have gone, and we are far apart. ' 



SH 


HODBRSr aOOO^TIS^ POB!l!S. 


ifbboa iWwr I w<>rt thee th«D 
^Whaa mirOar tAmt happy I]4ght ; 

Sftia dipped thaat bat liftail thee aScaiti— 

411 loved hoff then* m wae eo fair and bright 

Ol^Httle photo of 0 emiUpg face 1 
!niou treasare-jreiio of the days gone by, 

4m may thee fadot^wd ttihe may thee defaoe, 
wt lore like mlae eaii aever, never die. 


IN MNMOBT OF A FRIEND 

iSkmB beyood omr tender care, 

As the sun vae^rielng high, 

O, my friend t so young and fair. 

You were destined aoon to die. 

Were you tired of life so soon ? 

Did yon often long to go ? 

Brightest is the sun at noon. 

La your short life was it so ! 

When we used to wander oft 
By the rivOfi hand In hand, 

Were the winds that mormured soft 
^ Whispering of the Better Land f 

Gay onr hearts were in these days, 
Walking by the tender flowers, 

listening to the blaobbird's lays 
In the golden summer hours. 

Now the grass grows on the grave 
Where your mir form lies at rest ; 

Round about the tall trees wave. 
Murmuring softly, «** ^is is bmt. 
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JAMES SMITk 

M as bom in the p^sh of St Vigeane^ Arbroath, 
in 1860 . He aer^^a^ert aj^rentioeship 
in a law office in his native town, and was subsequently 
for some years a clerk m BUiirgowrie, and afterwards 
went to Brechin as book-ke^er to a solicitor there* 
Having little liking for this profession, he emigrated 
to the Huited States to push his fortune there. Mr 
Smith IS a capital reciter and amateur actor. In 
fact, he has frequently been advised by* authorities 
competent to judge of his histrionic gifts to adopt 
the stage as a profession, but hitherto he has only trod 
the boards for amusement. His impersonation of 
“B^b Boy,^* It is said, would rank with the best pro- 
fessionals; but every character he essays, whether 
graVe or gay, are ajl Hfedike studies. It was only 
lately he began to court the muse, but his efforts have 
the ring of true poetry in them, and he can hit off a 
vigorous character sketch with great ease and mpidity. 
Several of his songs ha*Ve been set to music by well- 
known composers, and have been well received. 

THE fiOWLEBS’ SONG. 

When Winter dark, wi* hltfai’ blast, 

Gangs oot wi’ mnckle din, 

•Danxe Nature wakes frae sUap at last, 

* As ‘Spring comes gliding In, 

She decks herbeV in colonrs rare, 

Flobers on her breast are eeen : 

Ihe glass creeps tip sae freiih an’ fair. 

To mak’ a bonnie green, 

Then hey I for the gre«e, l^e bonnte, bonnie giseen. 

The green eae triin vef ^ 

And ho ! for the playen, awa frae w ^elv oareft, 

Wha lob the game to 
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Our Borrows fly wbeu outhu ^een 
' Mb in a grume take pait ; / 

An' gratefu' ia the joyfu* aoene 
To tnony a weary heattu 
The happy looks on ilka ftoe 
Tell o'^&e joy within, . 

An' bearded men feel nae disgrace 
When after bowls they rin. 

Then hey for the green, Ac. 

Hark to the skips, we maun’ tak’ tent, 

For they can angry crack— 

“ Draw in,” or “ Gaird,” or ** Lie ahent,*’ 

Or Try, man, rin the jack • 

“ Weel dune," **Gnde shot," “ Man, you're a player !” 

They cry in highest pitch. 

Or, Vch’re owre strong ; why, hae a care, 

Yonr bowls are in the ditch P' 

Then hey for the green, Ac. 

But, Summer gane, the flow'rs decay, 

As Autumne dour winds blaw ; 

Then Nature sleeps ; we stop our play, 

An* pit oor bowls awa’. 

Sae, while grim Winter reigns supreme. 

Well crack aboot oor play, 

An* meet ance mair upon the green 
When comes the op’ning day. 

Then hey for the k^een, &c. 


DEATH'S .SHADOWS. 

An old roan lay wrestling the Angel of Death^, 
Wearily struggling and panting for breath ; 

While silently round him the ghosts nf the past 
Hover'd, gloomily waiting, as life ebbed its last. 

The ghpst of bis childhood^ so fair and so bright, 
With high, open brow, nnd eyes beaming with ^Ight ; 
> The fhtore unclouded, and life full cf joy, 

Basking in sunshine— a proud,' happy boy, 

ghost of his sohool-dayB, when guiding the mind 
To dw^ell among sages, and there wisdom find ; 

Amid all temti^atiuns upholding the truth, 

And remembering his 0^ in the days of his youth. 
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The (i:ho8t of bis manhood, when, thlrsfeing for fame, 

He had fought in the strife and made honoured his name— 
Gathering a harvest from good, honest soil. 

And resting in peace after wearisome toil. 

The ghost of his wife when he 6rst gained her love— 

A heavenly gift coining down from above : 

She gladdened his home ere her soul took its flight, 

Then doubt filled his breast, driving faith oat of s^ht. 

The ghost of his age, when, his heart growing cold, 

He worshipped and bowed to an idol of gold ; 

Relieved not the wretched nor soothed weary pain, 

An<J passed by the hungry, appealing |n vain. 

The ghost of what might have been— himpy though old. 
Awaiting the summons to enter the fold! 

To hear the Good Shepherd say— “Dwell with the blest ; 
Having fought the good fight, now come to thy rest.** 

The ghost of the future, so silent and grim, 

With skeleton fingers which beckon to him ; 

'^He trembles with fear to knew the unknown, 

And to tread the dark valley of death all alone. 


FAITH, HOPE, charity. 

When trials and trojbles surge around. 
When gloomy doubts in us abound. 

Dispel the gloom, and let thereubloom 
In us Thy Faith. 

When all below is dark and drear, 

When tremble hearts with unknown fear. 
Send from above with swift-winged dove, 
The Flower of Hope. 

When souls are filled with hardening sin, 
Wh^en sympathy is cold within, 

By angel bright send forth the light 
Of Charity, 

Implant in us these graces three, 

That we may truly worship Thee ; 

Then shall we know, on •earth below, 

Xbe peace of Heaven* ^ 
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JOHN LUBY 

TITTI'^^ born of liisb parents in tbc Saltmarket, 
Glasgow, in 1868. He was an exceptionally 
Weak child, and although he is now a m<m ,of tliirtv 
years he has never i^tcaiued to the full use of his 
limbs. When fourteen be began his education in St. 
Mary’s School, Glasgow, and finished his course of 
intellectual studies when al>out twenty years of age. 
He informs us that, ** being a son of Scotland hy biith, 
and one of the people, his views are thoroughly radical, 
although not of such an extreme t \ po as some of the 
present day.’* He has always been a promincuit figme 
in Bridgeton politics, aiid is the secrot<iry of a politic.il 
association there. In the pages the lute 
newspaper some of his most vigorous pieces ba\e 
appear^, whilst he has frequently contributed td th^ 
Gl^gow Weekly Mail, the Ohaerver^ &c. From the 
Bridgeton Stationery Warehouse, of which he is solo 
proprietor and manager, be has recently issued his 
maiden publication, and we are informed that he is 
about to publish another volume under the title - 
‘♦Liberal Rhymes for Liberal Tunes.” Many of lu^ 
friends aiid admirers wiU wish him every encourage- 
ment and suooesB. 


TBS MISSION. 


01^ what a task, to come to ask 
Our heart’s poor love I . 

And daim a rest upon our breast 
Where’er we rove-; 

To loug to be with aach a<r»we 
Who wish for Thee. 

My loving Lord, my soul B reward 
Oh oome to me. 



my soul within, 
S < 
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Agninst my only ^ood I 
And thus Rebelled t 
But now no mOr« nM} fioM 

O*or my weak heart ; 

1 now to-day kgainet thelt tway 

Bid them depart. 

But 1 wUl fall if to my oall 
There comes no aid, a 
Oh, dearest Lord, tbylielp afford, 

Nor long delayed 

Be aiding streimth, and when at length 
Has passed line strife ; 

I may safe rest upon thy breast, 

Eternal life * 

IRELAND’S CRY TO SCOTLAND. 

Oh, Sooiland 1 from thy rugged heights, ahd from thy sea- 
stormed oaves, 

Prom hills- on which the thwtV wai^, and sturdy heather wave% 
From centres of thy industrieB swell forth the priwerfnl cry— 
The s^ern retool ve— that them shalt not behold our high hopes die. 

\e m''rtyred dead I from out the shades of earth arise once more 
Ye died that Freedom s Sag ihight Vn^e around your Sottish 
shore 3 

Cast over us your innuOiice dispel the patriot’s fears, 

And quell the heude u lio fam wcfuld 611 a land With blood aiid 
tears. 

Oh, Scottish sioub, >e prot^ypes of heroes that have bled, 
Oondemu from ojt your very hekrtb, as Would, your honoured 
dead, 

The re-enactrrent of the laws, tlie coward tyranfe brand, 

Flung from out geneious masters a primeless land* 

Ln days gone by old Scotia's sons knew how fb preet the foe. 

And Scottish h mds in d %> s of yore knew hoV to d^al the blow. 

Methmks T hear thy bia’e manhood^ in one great voice, reply-^ 
** VVe stand ''•serried wall of might youriigb^ to ratify/* 

i ^ 

SAINT iaN^3;i04* 

» 

His eyes beheld Natuie arise in new l^rth^ 

With the swiet flower*, strewmgtbfi heqatHul 

And his ears wi^iu ngaled wll^ the aongetwia bHlled 

From trees thaif with heaven's iAed ; 

2k j “ 
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And bift heart beat with ardour that Qed should bestow 
Such a foretaste of bliss in a valley of woe, 

That in transports his Ups in their eloquence strove. 

And sobbed out with Nature—** 0, Jesus, my Love !’* 

Tiiongh the tyrant should threaten with venomous might, 
He could not deprive the sweet soul of its right, 

Though that tongy^e ahould he mute in the silence of death,' 
And the heart be not warmed by the life-giving Weath, 
Though his ears should be dead to the bird’s cheery lay, 

And the form so stalwart be turned to clay, 

That soul would hut mount to the realms above, 

And cry out iti rapture— “O, Jesus, my Love !” 

(i 

0 ! that we had the love, deep and true Hiid untold. 

That filled the fond hearts of these martyrs of old. 

How happy we’ii tread on the hard, narrow road 
That leads to the home of our Saviour and God ; 

We can pray as he prayed, we can toil as he toiled, 

We can thwart Satan, too, (is the despot he foiled, 

For the Lor«t is hut willing, if wo. our hearts move. 

And cry in all earnestness— “ Je'^us, my Love !” 


JOHN MENZIES, 

a UTHOR of a volume entitled “ Reminiscences 
of an old Soldier,” &c., in which iie gives an 
interesting, touching, and well- written cliapter on the 
subject of his earl)^ life and checjiiorcd experiences. 
He . says — “ I never see a peacock without being 
carried back to my early days, when my fatht3r*used 
the feath^ of such a bird to mark in the * big ha' 
Bible’ .J^fplace of each lesson rorlTd from it at family 
vioraSi^'' in this same Bible, in a blank leaf between 
the:^^ Testaments, were entered the Christian names 
anipSrth-dates of his children, and witli reference to 
the subject of this sketch, the following entry appeaus: 

- — ‘ John, born I6th July, 1811.’ 1 entered this world 
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in one of a grpup of four houses, locally kijLOwn as 
‘Snuffy Butts/ an outlyiiig suburb of Airntully, a 
village to the west of Kinclaven parish, aud about 
midway between Perth aiid Dunkeld. My father, 
Avho was one of that craft often described as only a 
fractional, part of abridged- humanity, had often to 
leave liorne and work under the roof of his employer, 
a practice known to the ‘ sharps * of the rising genera- 
tion as ‘ whiippin' the cat.' My mother died when I 
was but thij’teen, leaving myself and five younger 
cliildroi^to my father’s care. We w’ore some miles 
from the parish school, and the roads, or rather the 
want of them, made our attendance difhcult at all 
times, and impossible in winter, so that, out for home 
t^^Mcln■ng, we ’would have been almost without any. 
Occasionally a public teacher would come to the 
village ; but the scant sup[)ort to be had from such a 
spai^cly-[)opnlated district, never secured the services 
ol' any very desiral)le one. After passing some time 
as a cowherd, and merging thence into a husbandman, 

I engaged as a ploughman, and served four years as 
such. I was nev(U' so happy or so contented as when 
engaged in daily maim.d labour, and often after that 
was exchanged for a soldier's life, have I sighed for a 
return to it. Cuj»imencing my career of servitude 
when eight years of age, I have hardly been out of 
service up to the present time, during which period I 
have served under no less than fifteen masters — 
twelve civil, and three military— namely, George the 
Fourth, William the Fourth, find her most gracious 
Majesty Victoria. My first summer and autumn of 
herding efiimed tlie^ sorry sum of 2s O^d ; the 2s went 
to the family Ireasuiy, the copper alone was at my 
disposal. My last service, prior to enlisting, was ou 
tlie farm t>f Innernytie, a few miles east from Stanley, 
on the right hank of ihe Tay.- There I lived in the 
comfortless cot Jenown as the ‘Bothy;' atid the long 
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winter evenings I passed" in the study of geography, 
and so laid the foundation of what travel and wider 
reading have deepened into a pretty accurate know- 
ledge of the subject I was now a lad of twenty, and 
thoroughly tired of the drudgery of ploughman life, I 
quitted it in search of niore congenial employment” 
With the intention of bettering his condition, he 
entered the nursery of Messrs Dickson & Turnbull, 
Perth, but his hopes fell when he found that his ser- 
vices were only considered worth 8s a week, which un- 
favourable weather frequently reduced to al*out 6s. 
One evening he came across a recruiting sergeant, and 
the result was that he was soon enrolled as a private 
fn His Majesty George IV.’s 45th Hegiment This 
was in March 1834, and a mouth later he found him- 
self quarterod in Chatham. He tells ns that ‘Hhe 
change of life, after enlistment, though great to all, is 
peculiarly so to the country recruit, who is generally 
the most humble, obedient, and easily-governed soldier; 
but the oity-boru recruit is, as a rule, tlio smartest, 
tidiest, and most eaeily trained. * 1 stiJl rememlior rhe 
miserably awkward feeling I had when first rigged out 
in regimentals. The high stiff stock made my neck 
feel so confiued, J could not look round without moving 
my •whole body, and 'the command— ‘ Eyes front,’ 
seemed altogether superfluous.’^^ 

Along wijfli some detachments from 

several depots in the garrison, our ptiot was sent off to 
Madras, where they landed aftei* a five months’ voyage. 
A few days’ stay, and they were on the maroli to Jjoin 
the. headqpariors of the corps at Sec under bad, a station 
seven mij^s from Hydrabad^ A gnpbic description is 
givcjq of theb: life in In^i^ during the following three 
yeiiirs until ^e eiteleton of the 45tli ” embarked for 
In Anijpnst jof 1838 he wMe promoted, and after 
a jew years’ service in tho North and South of Ireland, 
during part of which he was orderly to Sir Guy 
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Campbell (then qiiarter maftter general), the reserve 
battalion was oAlorod to Gibraltjer* Eighteen months 
more, and be was under stpl for the Cape, during 
which ** our worst enemies were rats and a variety of 
creeping annoyances.” July.l846saw them landed at 
•Algoa Bay, and fighting the Kaffirs, which was followed 
by inflicting a heavy defeat on the Dutch colonists on 
the Orange Biver. They experienced many privations, 
and though tliej^ had thousands of cattle in possession, 
So pinched were they often with hunger that “on 
killing days” they would seek opportunity to catch a 
caiiful of bullocks^ blood, boil it^ and shore it with 
afilicted comrades. When the insurrection of the 
Kafiirs and Bocrt» was put dowm he returned hdme, 
and in 1858 our hero was granted permission to retire 
from the army, after an efficient servitude of twenty- 
thr^o years, with a pension, a character recorded 
“ very good,” and in possession of a war medal. He 
was soon afterw.inls appointed drill instructor of the 
16th Perthshire Volunteers— Stanley corps — whose 
existence w'as of short duration. However, he was only 
a few (lays out of employment wlien he received a 
similar appointment as drill-iustructor of the Crieff 
Company. In 1 8G7 he finally quitted the Volunteer 
service, and received several valuable presents as 
a token of the wide esteem in which he was held by all 
classes. Mr ]Mens?ics presently lives at Woodeiid, 
Aliiiond Bank, Perth. Ho concludes his autobiography 
as* follows Now niy wife and I are quartered within 
no treat distances •d' my native village, and it is not 
likely I sljall hK anchor again for any other earthly 
port. None slvml I fool more thankful to Cod than I 
for good, health, anti its enjoyment in all countries, on 
sea and on land, in peace and in war, . . Old age 

and its consequent infirmities tetlier me pretty closely 
at home now, and oven interfere ^vith my indulgence 
in manual labdur, which has hitherto been my privil- 
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ege and practice, and this has inflncnced me in the 
publication of the foregoing Kerniniscencca.” Many 
delight to chat with the worthy and venerable 
sergeant. We cannot do better than close our 
somewhat lengthy sketch tlian by quoting from 
the writer of thq kindly ])reface to the oki 
soldier's volume : — The veteran's cottage is reached by 
ail almost perpendicular foot-track down- the far- 
reaching banks of the Almond. If it be day time, the 
sergeant is likely to be busy out of doors, but if you 
go down “in the gloamiii'," you may find hil'n asleep 
in his chair by the always tidy fireside. A gentle 
touch from “Jean" will bring the old man to his feet, 
with a courtly salutation. llis face, as he details his 
life-story, is a study. He may be speaking of 
GariVialdi, a portrait of whom, with his wdiite charger, 
hangs on the wall ; or, pointing to the beautiful speci- 
men of the Nile lily in the cottage window, he may bo 
telling how he has cut through fields of them on their 
native soil ; but if, meanwhile, a plaintive note conies 
from the wicker cage, hanging sometimes in the porch 
and sometimes in the kitchem tlie .-sergeant's eye will 
turn directly to its occupant — a soft-eyed dove ! It 
was the pet and plaything of the sergeant's only son ; 
the child of his old age, who brightened the homolife 
of the cottage but for a few years, and then “ was not, 
for God took him." To speak of the dove is to 
approach very sacred ground, for, though time has 
smoothed, down the rough edges (»f fjesh sorrow, 'the 
wound is yet so tender that, at the slightest touch, it 
will bleed afresh. ' “Jean” will hastily lift.the corner 
of her spotless apron to hide her ttar filling eyes, and, 
while the old sergeant makes a restle.ss movement in 
his chair, beneath his heavy wliite moustache wo fancy 
w*e detect a quivering lip. Yet thths is no rebellions 
sorrow. They are written “ cliildiess,’' but well do 
they know that the little ewe-lainb wlfo was theirs for 
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so shr)rt a time is for ever safely hoqscd in the Father’s 
fold. 


I‘LL AYK BE HIS MA. 

I am childless, alas ! hut my love camia fade — 

’Twas wi’ him when livin’, can it leave him ivhen dead — 
It is that kind o’ love without ony alloy, 

Just the love o' a mither for her dear little boy. 

No, my lovVl one is not, nor that beautiful form 
Can the tears o’ affection e'er save frae the storm ; 

But the God wha has ta’en him is the Father o' a’. 

He has nae ither mither — so I’ll aye be his Ma. 

• 

Can I ever forget the approaches o' death, 

The fainter heart-throbbings or the heave o' the breath ; 
The meanderings o' reason just partially dp wn'dr' 

The mystical notions o' chedittle white hand ; 

The look sae implorin', an' the last lovin' kiss, 

Ere the spirit took bight to the mansions o' bliss. 

In this great tribulation, Lord, help, or 1 fa', 

For I’ve nane left <»n earth noo to ca’ me Mama, 
a 

These words, so consolin', were spoken by Thee — 

" buffer little children t(» come unto Me, 

For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven thus, Lord, 

A' the well-springs o’ comfort gush up frae Thy Wtird. 

My dear child over met (death itsel canna psrt) 

The deep, deepest yearnings o’ a fond mither 's heart, 

As the ivy sticks dose to the old ruined wa’, 

inae I'll cling to the thought that I am still his Mama. 

As the petrel is buoj’^'d on her billoiyy home, 

Though at times a wee drookit wi^ spray and wi’ foam, 
Sac I hoped he would float o'er life's stormiest wave ; 

But, where's luy hope noo, in the coffin — the grave? 

Frae the dooncust bereaved ane, Lord, hide not Thy face ; 
May the flood-T.ime o' grief be the seed-time o' grace, 

Sic sorrows ne’e> sudclened, sic grief couldua fa’, 

• On the child wh:* sue lovingly cald me Mama. 

When reaflin ( tried aye to explain what he read, 

An’ he trusted his mither — believed a’ she said. 

CouJd I rest ikk) in life, or where gang when I dee, 

If his teacher had knowingly taught him a lee. 

Noo, death fr^ie my hosom my dear one baa riven ; 

He's awa’ up to loam tlie praises n' heaven ; 

An’ 'tis soothin’ to kcii he is safe there ; but, ah, 

Will he eveF look doon on his sorrowin' Ma. 
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The Sowera he planted m hia ain i^arden nook, ' 

An' tke beeu that came hntnmin', their kloseoms to sook, 
An’ tkh butterSiea, tooi wi’ their ^y-co1onred v^ibge, 

^e aye thronght they excelled a* earth's loveliest things. 
If this sin^blighted eWorld has sic offering o* joy, 

To enraipture the soul o* h^y dear little boy. 

Koo his joys, as a sav’d an^^ are high above a'; 

To be wi* him in dealh, I^ord, prepare hU Hama. 

A’ the ways o’ a Ohild, to a mither, bow blest — 

A teacher wha’s'lesaoiis only few can resist ; 

As the dower is refresh’d 'wi its pearl oidew, 

Bo enrich’d is h^ spirit wi’ feelings anew ; 

For the treasure thus lent frae the coffers o’ heaven, 

Sre I enter ^here an account maun be given — ^ 

A* the sins o’ my life, Lord, O i pardon them a*, 

'Tis only in glory I can aye be his Ma. 


TO A PLAYM.ATE OF AULD LANOSYNE 

When you and I, Andrew, grew too big to herd, 

One took to the hammer, the other the swurd ; 

And in life’s summer morn, «o buoyant and bright, 

No thoughts then had we of its evening or night. 

What a stretch of duration seem'd three-score and ten I 
Now, alas ! so contracted ter what it was then ; 

How different the sum as we see it to-day. 

Than when in futurity far, far away. 

We need to be*armed, disciplined, and drilled, 

For confliot with foemen by flood and by field ; 

And so, too, in other departments of strife — 

At' the forge you are fighting the battle of life ; 

Aye, men of the anvil, the plane, and the plough, 

And others who live by the sweat of their brow. 

What are they en masse' but a militant power, 

Who warfare must wage ’gainst the wants of the hour ? 

Though small be our claim on the bounty of heaven. 
Bread, water as premised, has always 'been given ; 

Then let us unite here our thanks to record 
For lifej^d its gifts to 'a bountiful Lord. 

The comforts of home, and the warmto of its love, 

Its affections and friendships are gift^ from above ; .. 

But in life and in death, Lord, thyself be our stay — 
.These mercies are only for our use by the way. 

In life’s daily journey, bavh we not^ glas ! 

Many partings from old friends as gravewarda they pass ? 
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Old fac^a familiar, old things not a fdw — 

Old feelings and fancies, and interesta,'',top; 
riow little we care now for Qiany things which 
in days, that are by-gone we cared for so much ; . 

And with powers now enfeebVd, hair thin and grey,, ' 
Keminding us we, too, arc passing away. 

Go back to the home where a child you have beeh-^ 

Though the dwelling still stands, how changed is the scene 1 
But, ah ! if the ploughshare has furrow’d the floor. 

As oft now is done with old homes of the poor, 

A sad sense rif loneliness — a very heart-blight, * 

Creeps o’er you when nothing ts seen.hnt the site ; 

Like (Hirselves, too, how changed all slround may have grown, 
That the site with precision now cannot be known. 

VVe visit the spot where school -boys we,, were. 

But gone is the young life, so full and so fa'r ; 

Gone, gone are the hopes, aspirations of youth'; 

Gone its affections, its trustfulness, truth ; 

Gdne are diir old friends, the first we e'er knew ; 

Gone fathers and mothers, an<l schoolfellows too ; 

And we, too, are drifting from our moorings of dav 
^ith a current that hears us away and away. 

INPIiUENOE OF CHILDREN. 

The waters that leap down the rocks through the /wild wood. 
Their steps lack the grace of the footfall of childhood ; . 

See the morning peep forth from its night’s murky shroud, 

Its gold oil the towers, and its fire on the cloud, 

It is not so bright, though the same hands adorn, 

Less beautiful, too, than is life’s early morn. 

That powftr which, as parents, oUr children wield o’er us, 

A theme is that teachers bring seldom before us ; 

But their infinence for good has aye been unoeasin’. 

Since from them we learn 'd our first baby-lesson. 

"The science of patience they teach us, and -spell 
Ogt 1e.^ions of self-abnegation as well ; 

Of hopes, too, and joys, who can number the whole 
That little one’s stir keep alive in the soul 
In our strivings Cep now, more earnest the strife 
Since these little feet trod the pathway of life. 

And with their little hands stretch’d forth with desire 
Anon they catch hold of our nature entire. 

All ! conscience has whisperings more solemn and loud 
Since yon little body was swathM in the ehrond ; ^ 

Flowing fountains of joy in' the heart their rise 
In the lustre eftliveuing that little one’s eyes ; 
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And though *‘sha^3en ” in sin. and polluted, defiled, 

The light that is kindled in the eye of a child 

Will in glory be ever tranacendently bright 

When suns and their aysteiKS shall have ceased to give light. 

Ye mothers, now weeping, and fathers who moan, 

Less bitterly mourn o’er the child that has gone ; 

Others may leave you, but from God’s very throne 
They’ll reach down an inSuence leading you on. 

And leading you upwards — the way they have trod — 
rill safe by their aide in the presence of God. 


WILLIAM FULT.ON, 

m UTIlOR of a little volume of smart sayings, en- 
titled “Firsts and Lasts,” and several shedcs of 
tlioughtful and suggestive apothegms, is a native of 
(Glasgow. lie started business in lb37 as a leather- 
merchant in the classic “ Briggate,” and was very 
successful, not only in amassing a competency, but 
also in gaining the esteem ofaxll with whom he came 
in contact. In addition to his being known as a pleasing 
writer of verse, he is perhaps more widely appreciated 
as the author of numerous wise and clever proverbs, 
many of whicli are almost equal to some of the witty and 
trenchant sayings of Sheridan and (Jowley. In- 
deed his conversation, often in the richest Dome, 
is at once refreshing, quaint,, inslructite, jand 
mirth-provoking. He is a good story-teller, 
and his vein of pawky humour^ runs ifke music 
in his narration of one or other of his splen- 
did budget of Scotch anecdotes. Mr‘ Fulton 
is truly one of the “giiid auld Scotch ” school of 
gentlemen, and, though in a sense retired from the 
active duties of life, he is ever forwai'd in lending a 
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helping bond to struggling merit, and to cheer them 
by his practical and substantial aid and advice, which 
is always readily and yet modestly given. He has 
a humble opinion of his own gifts. In a humorous, 
“ off-hand ” sort of a preface to his little volume, he 
•says — “A wut 1 once spoke to on the Exchange stated 
thsit a friend mentioned to him that he bad said a good 
thing to him lately, and he quite forgot it; but I did 
not put much value on it, as it w'as made out of his 
‘ aiii liead.’ A head may be valuable to him, but it does 
not foM(uv that it is of any value to the public.^’ Here 
are three of his more reflective apothegms, taken almost 
at random from several hundreds : — 

The pleasures of a life devoted to self and senBUous gratiBca- 
tioiiH are stton exhausted. While a life of self-denial for noble, 
bendvol^itt, and holy purposes is inexhaustible either in time or 
in ^ternity. 

Mail is the only animal that hii^s his chains of efn, habits, 
and misery ; the watch-doj? f^jimhols and rejoices when his is 
taken of. 

Thore is S(»iTiethinjf practical to be taken out of the sportim; 
man’s view of the horse race applied to mercantile life. Never 
mind the start, any one cnii start, it is the finish that tells. 


SONG. 

Hae ye seen the wild rose on yon Bowery brae. 
That spreads all its charms in blooming array ; 
Thougli fair is that wild rose far fairer is she, 
Who.se charms 1 will ^ing long as life’s giVii to me. 

Her hair is as dark as the raven’s jet wing, 

Her ^ oice Is as sweet as the wee binis’ in spring. 
Her love is as true as the doves on yon tree, 

O sweet are the charms o’ my lassie to me. 


The flowers they are sweet whaur the hees love to sip, 
V’et they’re not to compare to the halm of her lip ; 
The rnuru^uring wfe things would envy iny bliss. 

If but once they had lingered where often I kiss. 
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When winter's away and spring has returned, 
ni hie 'to my lassie whae lanely has mourned ; 

'Midst fair maids I've wandered, th(»' sweet to the e'e. 
There's nane o' them a^ like my lassie to me, 

0 COMB WITH MB. 

I had a dream, I had a dream, 

I saw my love by a mountain stream ; 

She whispered low and sweetly smiled, 

O come with me to my mountains wild. 

Chorus . — My mountains wild, my mountains wild, 
Still dear to me as lovely child, 

Tho* dark and wild, tbo’ dark and wild, 
Still dear to me as lovely child. 

Where breeses blow and streamlets flow, 

'Midst heather hills where wild flowers grow, 

O come with me and gaily roam 
Amongst the hills of my Highland home. 

My native home, my childhood’s home, 

I’ll ne’er forget where’er I roam, 

Tho* dark, &o. 

I'll rove with thee o’er flowery lea, 

Midst pebbly shore of murmuring sea, 

By misty ben, by ivy den. 

By streamlet wild, by rocky glen. 

My native home, Ac. ' 

O come with me where breezes free 
Will fan thy cheek ; .and at thy knee 
We'll sweetly sing some uielody, 

< So dear to me,' so loved by thee. 

My native home, &c. 

THE MANIAC BUTDE. » 

No manlier form could e’er adorn 
. A youth so bold and free, 

But, ah ! last night came on the storm — 

Tlhe storm of raging sea. 

It swe)>t young William from my side, 

' It swept bifii in the sea ; 

I am alone to tell the bride 
The fate that she must dree. ^ 



inUAAW PtTl/Peif; * * 

I cannot look, though I do bear 
Her footsteps coining nigh ; 

I cannot look though she is near, 
' 1 heard just now her sigh. 


Sh^ murmured low—** Is William drowned 7 
Drowned— dead, then, do you say 7 
Qh 1 then, I feel be will be found, 

For I will for him pray. 


** And I will take a bonnie boat 
And row out to the sea, 

And round about his grave 1^11 float, 
His wife then I will be. 


“ . . . His home that home k mine, 

Wherever that may be ; . 

If 1 did fear the drenching brine 
His wife I could not be.** 


And then each evening, as ft comes, 
(No one dare her oppose) 

On to the shore she hastening runs, 
Dressed in her bridal clothes ; 


Then springs quite fearless to a boat — 
The first tha*^ Qoiues to hand ; 

As fast receding, 4ihh does float - , 
Quick from the sight of^lahd. 


And homeward ship, as they draw near, 
And bail this eerie sight, - * . , 

The hardy sailors quake with fear, 

Fur ’tis the dead of night. 


But still she rows around the spot 
, Until the break of dav. 

And tlfer it's homeward she does float 
As quick’s she went away. 


But now another change has coma 
Upon her wayward mind. 

Ah uye a plaintive song she hums 
Unto the whistling wind. 
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H K V. WILLIAM BE N N E T 

M as born ut Kt trick, of which secluded parish bis 
father, the Rev. Jolin Beimct, of a Stirlinj^shire 
family, was minister. His valued pastorate was ch)se^^ 
by death within the same year, and his child, in conse- 
quence of that event, was removed to the manse of 
Kirlq)atrick-juxta, in Annandale, where his nialerual 
grandfather, . Dr JSinger, then exercised hiws u,dnist ry. 
His education was chiefly conducted at Moflat, wliere 
the surrounding scenery and many historical associa- 
tions were fitted to create a love of poetry, whicli fiis 
connection by descent with Aberdeenshire and tlu; 
West Highlands could hardly fail also to nourish. 
The beauties of nature around him filled his poetic 
spirit with admiration, and lie has celebrated many of 
tlic scenes with which he was familiar in swei'l, 
thoughtful, and sometimes romantically ])athetic verse. 
Mr Bonnet completed his studies at the University of 
Edinburgh, where he was specially attracted h\ the 
teaching- of Plamilton, Wilson, Forbes, ( flialmers, and 
Welsh, the last of whom was his father's intimate 
friend. At the Disruption he joined the Free Uhnreli, 
and \^as licensed to preach in 1815. For some years 
he officiated in various parts of Scotland ; sut)se(piently 
imjiaired health drew him more towards literary 
pursuits. He resides near Moffat, and for a good uiany 
years has acted as local examiner for the Univjrvitv of 
Edinburgh, of which he is a graduate. Mr Bonnet has 
contributed a good many articles and revieWs, e.liiefiy 
on historical and thcoh>gical sul)jeets, to various 
periodicals cand newspapers, and has also aide<i in tlic 
way of supplying material to several hooks in histra-y 
and bi<»graphy. He has written numerous long jioenis 
on subjects of deep national interest, . with valuahlo 
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notes attached to each. These have appeared in the 
Dumfries Htandwrd and in several magazines, and we 
only regret that their length prevents our being able 
to give several of them. To abridge them would mar 
much of their beauty. His descriptive lines are chaste 
ftnd beautiful, and a quiet refinement of taste is evi- 
dent in all his poetry. The spirited poem, “The 
(lanieroiiian Regiment,” first appeared in the Dumfries 
Standard as a bi-ceu tonary poem — the regiment’s first 
nnister having taken place at Douglas Muir on the 
14th M5,y, 1689. In a note to the poem, Mr Bcnnet 
says: — “The rising in the North in 1689, under 
VTscount Dundee, and his brilliant victc y at the Pass 
of Killiccrankie, have often been celebrated by our 
historians and poets. Less justice has been done in 
our national literature to the important success which 
wast obtained ^ver this Jacobite army only a few 
months afterwards by 800 Caraeroriians at Dunkeld. 
In consequence of the mismanagement, if not the 
treachery, of some contemporary statesman, this 
handful of brave men had been left in the midst of a 
hostile district, expo^^ed to sudden attack from an 
army of four or nve thousand Jacobites, eager to avenge 
the fall of their great captain. The firmness and skill 
which enabled the (kinieronians to hold their position, 
in the face of overwhelming numbers, entitles them to 
the deep respect of posterity. . . . Even in Scot- 

lisjh history there scarcely occurs a more thrilling 
inci^lqjihthan the fate of the brave and gifted (Jolonel 
Cleftind, who, when* mortally wounded in the very crisis 
of the batile, ga^e orders, like Douglas of old, that his 
death should be cv/ucealed until the close of the fight. 
Apart f?om all consideration of principles and results, 
this surely eiiuals at least in interest the celebrated 
scone which closed tlie bloody though victorious career 
of Dundee.” 
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THE CAMERONIAN REGIMENT. 

From fair Dunkeld the trusty watch looked forth at close of day, 
And still unchallenged at their pt^st the Cameroniana lay ; 

But when, with earliest flush of dawn, her mountains stood re- 
vealed. 

The boldest heart was moved with awe, the lips of all were sealed. 

Like herd enclosed in hunter’s toils, the comrades woke to see 
Ranged on those heights, in stern array, the host of slain Dundee; 
While, streaming through each darkdehle, round each projecting 

hill, 

Came cavaliers, in armour bright, and clansmen gathering still. 

c 

And soon, as beamed the brightening morn on banner, plaid, and 
plume, 

They dimmed the Copse-wood’s living green, the heather’s purple 
bloom ; 

And while beneath each chieftain’s eye moved all his martial 
train, 

High *mong the rest Glengarry shone, and chivalrous Maclean. 

For them that pageant tlroke to life traditions weird and old; 
Which AlbytCs grey-haired Seiinachles had oft to monarchs tohl ; 
How Birnam wo<»d', a moving grove, had traitor-baiuls dismayed, 
And sealed a dark usurper’s' doom — by demon arts betrayed. 

So now, to chief and cavalier, a sacred work it seemed, 

To crush the foes of banished James— still monarch fondly 
deemed ; ' 

They called to mind that headlong chase o’er Atholl’s birchen 
steeps, 

When vanquish’d Southrons found a grave in Garry’s ghastly 
deeps. 

But where was now the kingly spell that Scotland's heart bad 
bound ? 

Broke with the trampled vow.s of him** who last at Scone Wks 
crowned ; ^ *' iv 

For firm the Cameronians stocxl, in danger’iindi^nuiyed, 

By ancient foes surrounded, by deadlier foes betjrayed ! 

There were they left, to brave alone the perils of that hour, 

By~ men ol State, who valued nought but gold, and pl'ace, and 
power ; 

He dreams not of the constancy that loyal hearts can prove, 

Who knows nor love of earthly king,<nor fear of King above. 


Charles II. 
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Thus firm the OaraeronianH stood, hard pressed on every side, 
For men they were who knew not fear, by contliets early tried ; 
The sons of persecuted sires, who dwell by cave and glen, 

Each wore an unseen diadem, each moved a king of men. 

From woods they came, whose depths resound the lordly voice of 
Clyde ; 

ig'rom utmost springs of Boon and Ayr, by moorlands drear and 
wide. 

From crystal Nith's green sunny dales, and mountain pastures 
free, 

From where the hills of Galloway rise purple o'er the sea. 

Now, he^who vowed to make the.'^e lands a monarchy hunting 
ground, 

For all his frauds and cruelty a recompenae had found ; 

For Heaven had heard the cry of blood, dumb er -th gave succour 
good, 

The wilderness had nursejd a band, now huth her children stood. 

’Twas then their foes, in haste to urge the victor’s lofty claims, 
Sent forth the hauglit> Nurninons, ‘‘Surrender to King James ! * 
13ut \yiliant. (Melaiid made leply, “No troth to him is due ; 

We stand for lawful King and Queen, to I*‘aith and Freedom true." 

Then piercing rose the battle cry, and copse and craggy hill 
Sent back the pibroch’s mingling strains in echoes long and shrill ; 
And steel-clad liorsemeu cleared the way for hot and headlong 
charge — 

Four thousand strong the “flails came down, with broadsword, 
axe, and targe. 

As autumn blasts expeiid their force on some old fortress tower. 
On swept that hostile hurricane, but transient was its power ; 

As western waves, m wild career, strike AiUa’s sides in vain, 

So surged and swelled that tide of war, to break and ebb again. 

Yet open town is h.ird t<i bold when foes are five to one ; 

The ^evd-sr outposts owned their fovc*^ -that vantage soon was 

For soon th^storiii of smoke and flame, from burning wrecks that 
rose, • 

Brought safety to the straggling few, and terror to their foes. 

* 

Once more they strove, in furious charge, that stubborn baud to 
quell, 

When, rallying his fainting ranks, the dauntless Cleland fell ; 

The hero’s hand, the poet’s In'art, the leader's watchful eye, 

Jn death yet ruledHhc deadly fight, his siu'iit c<»ulil not die. 
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Then rose a man of Nr)rthern Tloss, a captain wise and true, 
Who took the post of danjjer next, and cheered the nohle few ; 
Though one by one their captains fell, no ground the foes could 
gain, 

With fiends like these they madly cried, the bravest fought in 
vain ! 


Thus baffled still, their foes dispersed to covert, copse, or height. 
With banners spread, with beat of drums, they dared them to the 
flight ; 

Then paused and stood to see His work who rules in battle day, 
While like untimely snow that host was melting fast away. 


Safe by the smouldering walls they stood, and all around was 
calm, 

Then rose, with accents loud ami clear, their voices in the psalm : 
They praise the L<ird of Hosts on high, their living sword and 
and shield. 

To whom the stout of heart must bow, the men of might must 
yield. 

Good cause had they to sing the deeds that Zion’s King\ad 
wrought, 

On Him their trust was firmly set, His arm for them had fought ; 
Good cause had many a heart to hail the tidings of that day — 
The gladsome note (tf liberty, the knell of despot sway. 

Still from his mountains kingly Tay emerges cairn and bright, 
Where, pendant in his mirror, gleam green wood and craggy 
height ; 

And calm, in tender sunset hues, the grey Cathedral tower 
Ascends from pine and yew trees’ gloom, and silvery birchen 
bower. 

O'er yonder pass, in shadow sunk, stern portal of the North, 

The hoary clitfs, like watchers old, in tranquil night look forth,pi 
While borne on evening’s gentle breath, from forest tVillp jjiro- 
fouhd, *' f 

Comes, like the voice of evening hymn, the torrent’s softened 
sound. , * *' 

In peace ascends the village smoke, and chimes the evening bell. 
Where rolled the murky cloud of war, and pealed his thunder 
knell ; 

And where, oVr lawns of living green, the giant shadows spread, 
In peace the cattle browse the sward, once heaped with mingled 
dead ' 
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Blit deathleRs Vie the dav’s renown, when that devoted few 
Stood fast for Faith and Liberty when others proved untrue ; 
’Twas theirs the precious seed to guard, which, sown in blood and 
toil, 

Rich harvest bears in later years, to bless their native soil. 


TWO HUNDRED YEARS AGO — 1688-9. 

There is hope in each heart, there is joy in each home, 

For the tyrants liave fie<h the deliverer has come ; 

Where the storm-cloud bung o'er us, with hues of despair, 
Now the blue skies are sniiliug, the breeaes blow fair. 

Bfave Orange is here, to our cause ever true. 

No danger could daunt him, no L>rce could subdue ; 

And our fair island princess, the Hower of her line, 

Whose fame with mild lustre for ages sb. II shine. 

Great Schomhorg is ready his good aword to wield, 

It has quelled the oppressor on many a field ; 

And the Swede and the Switzer their power unite 
I Wit>h the strength of staunch Iltdland, for freedi^m and right. 

With a favouring gale through tho Straits did they glide. 
While a miiltitiKle crovviietl the white cliffs on each side; 
Through the Channel they sped, where the Spaniard of yore 
In fire and in teutpest wa.s chased from our shore. 

In the calm they have I-amled fnnu snriiiy Torbay, 

And the best <»f the nation have joined their array ; 

'riiey have rested and prayed by fair JSveter's tovvers 
For the streugtii tiiat availelh in peiilous houm. 


They have marched through the lands of the .Avon ami Thames, 
And before them have scattered the troops ol King Jame.s, 
And now the great city h^r gates ha'^ thrown wide — 

That ill triiuniili right worthy lier champions may ride, 

• 

Now his wrath and his Vdindness the monarch may rue, 
Whefl he ftiasked for destruction the f*anitly and true ; 

See how Prelate and Puritan walk hand-in-hand ; 

Sl^iue on those who would sever that brotherly band ! 


To the hills of old Scotland tlie signal has sped, 

And her children are stirred as w’ith life from the dead ; 
Like the voice of the clarion tiiat summons has rung. 
And forthwith from tliu heather an army up sprung. 
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Where the Douglas of ohl plied his claymore of might 
Now a Douglas is leading the bands of the Right, 

And the trampled blue banner, the badge of the free, 
May yet wave o’er the wreck of the host of Dundee. 

To the vales of green Ulster the tidings have passed, 
And her true men in thousands are gathering fast ; 

For the strong walls of Derry have warders right stern, 
And heroes are found on the shores of Lough Erne. 

Though myriads against us King Louis may bring, 

We will trust in the arm of a mightier King ; 

And the spirit that fires our defenders to*day, 

In true British hearts shall be quenchless for aye t 


JOHN M‘LAY. 

c 


M HKN we were favoured with a few jottings 
regarding the author of “ Tam Frew^s Hat 
— a song that never fails to be greatly relished at 
sociiil gatherings — we felt very pleased to think that 
we were put in the uay of being* able to reveal the 
name of tlic autlnu' of this ever popular song. Since 
tlien, Jiowever, Mr Ford has “fixed ” him in his “Poet's 


Album.” Fn)m his reuiarks, and the inforpiation 
supplied to ns by a friend at Armadale, we are able to 
state that John M‘Lay was a collier who, at the time 
the well-known song was composed, resided at Green- 
end Houses, belonging to the (Jalder Iron Companj>, 
the Monkland (^Jaual bet ween Airdrie and Coatbridge, 
and in close prf)ximity to the site of^ “ Anld Tam’s 
Smithy.” The place and the date of his birth we 
have been unable to ascertain, but he must have been 
bom in the expiring ^-ears of the last, or the beginning 
of the present ccMitnry, ns our informant says that, 
about fort} years ago, when he first kQt?*v him, he 



JOHN M‘LAY. 


389 


would be a man of fifty. The song was then 
written, T'am liaving previously, as it relates, taken 
to the cleaning of clocks. That Tarn had been 
a worthy in his way, there is little doubt ; and that 
our poet knew his man it is equally certain. He was 
evidently able to pick out a character, and to depict 
the eccentricities of one with graphic power and rollick- 
ing humour. Tam Frew was a real character, and one 
day, some time after the song had been composed, 
M‘Lay was in company with a few other miners in a 
puldiohouse in Holytown, when the redoiibtahle Tam 
entered, with “ his smiddy hotchin’ on his head.” 
The conversation turned on the song, when the hero 
offered to give any man a gill that would sing it to 
him. The author at once stood up and sung it to 
the delight of the C()mj)any. When it was finished 
Tam declared he “would gic anither gill to ken wha 
trrote it,” when he was informed on tlie spot, and a 
“jolly-good-fellow of a night ensued. Tarn’s “twa gills’’ 
being merely the beginning of it. To make a man’s 
eccentricities ring about his ears wherever he went 
was a liberty which would not have been taken with 
an ordinary mortal, bin Tam to(»k it all good-naturedly, 
though he often, it is said, in not very courteous 
language, gave back the retort. On being asked if it 
did not annoy him to hear the song continually dinning 
his ears, he would say — “ Hoots, no ! it’s only the 
blethers o’ an auld collier, an’ w ha heeds wdiat they 
say r 

• 'Olir inforrn<*Jit tells us that it is generally under- 
stood that M‘Lay was the author of “ ITeatlicr Jock” 
— an equally well-known and popular song. He also 
wrote a song entitled “Nosey” — the subject being a 
man wdio resided near the place where he lived, and 
who had an unusually large nose. The nasal organ, 
whether of colour or form, has been more than once 
the theme •of song by poets of more highly cultivated 
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taste than Mr M‘Lay, and with perhaps less regard 
for the feelings of the possessor. 'J’hc subject of our 
sketch did not let the song see the light of day till 
after the man’s death, when, as we have said, he sang 
it one night in a conipany, prefacing it with the infor- 
mation here given. 

TAM FREW’S HAT. 

Ye’ll a’ hae heard o* auld Tam Frew, 

Wha ance liv’d doon at Sheepford Locks, 

Whaso only way o* livin’ noo 
Ih ffaiin aboot an* cleanin' clocks. 

He’s unco queer in a’ his ways, 

And aye as dry's he’d licket aaiit ; 

Hut the oddest o’ his queerest ways — 

He keeps his smiddy in his hat. 

Noo, auld Tam’s hat’s nae ord’nar’ hat, 

Thouph unco hare and pey far through ; 

It has seen better days, I wat, 

Although it hands a sntiddy noo ; 

When it was new, Laird Waddell wore’t. 

And out frae ’neath’t gied nr/owy a squint, 

I’m sure he paid a guinea for’t, 

Though noo Tam hands his smiddy in’t. 

A vice, a study, and a file, 

A cramp, and twa or three screw taps, 

An eicht-day clock’s hell packet fu’ 

O' auld watch wheels an' bits o’ scraps ; 

Twa pendlums and a chapper weight, 

Twa hammers and twa drills, I wat, 

Twa hanks o’ cage wire, if I’m richt. 

Were a’ banged into Tammy’s hat. 

A wee pock fn’ o’ points o' preens, 

For pinnin’ wheels, an’ points, an’ gear, 

An’ ink glass fu’ o’ giiid sweet oil, , 

A feather in t ye needna fear ; 

A saw iiiaile o’ an auld knife blade, 

A punch an’ brogue for widenin’ rhdjes, 

An ilka thing a smith n.icht need, 

Hut bellows, hearth, and smiddy coals. 

Noo, auld Tam’s smiddy needs nae lums. 

Nor doors, nor winnocks roun’ an’ roun’, 

But he fa’s to work as soon's it comes, 

And turns his smiddy upside doun ; 
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And aft he’ll yoke to cuckoo nocks, 

And > 4 !ir them speak tho’ ten years dead, 
Afcs siiiie'K work’s dune awa’ he rocks, 

Wi’ his amiddy hotchin’ on his head. 

Auld Tam when yonns could crack and joke, 
And play his play richt weel, I wat, 
Haund doon his name like ither folk, 
Though noo his smiddy’s in his hat. 

There’s mony a slip ’tween cup and lip, 
Though bodies they think nocht o' that, 
For wha wad thocht that time wad slip 
Tam’s srniddy stock into his hat. 

• But Tarn’s like mony anither chiel. 

He likes a drap to weet his reed. 

And gangs to whaiir it’s gnid atweel, 

Wi’ his sniiddy placed upon his heed ; 

And down he sits, and smokes and drinks, 
Until that he is roarin’ fu’, 

There’s three o’ them, ye inaist wad think— 
The hat, the siuiddy, an’ Tam Frew. 

Noo auld Tam's race is nearly run, 

His srniddy roof is gettin’ bare, 

An ’ aft his bits o’ tools are faun’, 

And fankled ’inang his tate ci’ hair ; 
Kegardless o’ yon auld fell chiel, 

Wha passing by may gie in a bat, 

And gar him tak' a lang fareweel 
0’ baith his smhldy and his hat. 

HEATHER JOCK. 

Heather .Jock’s noo awa’. 

Heather Jock’s noo aw’a*. 

The innircock noo may crousely craw, 
Hiuce Heather Jock’s noo awa’. 

Heather Jock was stark an’ grim, 

Faucht wi’ a’ wad fecht wi’ him ; 

Swank and souple, sharp aud thin, 

• Fiiib bir gaiiii against the win’ ; 

Tawuie tace an’ toiisie hair, 

In his cleadiu’ tinco hare ; 

Cursed and swore whene’er he spoke — 
Nane could equal Heather Jock. 

Jock kent ilka bore and bole, 

Could creep through a wee bit hole, 
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Quietly pilfer and cheese, 

Dunts o’ bacon, sleeps o’ bees ; 

Sup the kirn and steal the butter. 

Nail the hens withoot a flutter ; 

Na ■' the watchfu’, wily cock. 

Durst na craw for Heather Jock. 

Eppie Blaikie lost her gouii 
She coft sae dear at borough toon ; 

Sandy Tantson’s Sunday wig 
Left the house to rin the rig ; 

Jenny Baxter’s blankets a' 

Took a thocht to slip awa’, 

And the wean’s bit printed frock-— 

Wha was thief but Heather Jock ‘i 

Jock was nae religious youth. 

At the priest he thrawed his mouth ; 

He wadna say a grace nor pray. 

But played his pipes on Sabbath day, 
Robbed the kirk o’ bell an’ book. 
Everything wa<l lift he took ; 

He didna leave the weather-cock, 

Sic a thief was Heather .lock. 

Nane wi’ Jock could draw a tricker, 
’Mang the muirff>wl he was sicker ; 
lie watch’d the wild ducks at the springs, 
And hanged the hares in hempen strings ; 
Blasb’tl the bums and si»ear’d the fish — 
Jock had iiiony a dainty dish, 

'I’he best o’ muir-fowl and black-cock 
Graced the board o’ Heather Jock. 

Nane wi’ Jock had ony say 
At the neive or cudgel play ; 

Jock for bolt nor bar e’er stay’d 
Till ance the jail his courage laid ; 

Then the judge without delay 
Sent him aff to Botany Bay, 

And bade him mind the laws he broke, 
And never uiair play Heather J ock. 
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WILLIAM INGRAM, 

H UTHOR of a volume — “ Poems in the English 
and Scottish Dialects,” Aberdeen, 1812 — was 
born at the village of Cuminestown, Aberdeenshire, in 
1765. He was originally a weaver and occasional 
farm w’orker, but by dint of hard labour in his spare 
hours, ho ultimately equipped himself for the profession 
of schci)lmastcr. He oecupied adventure schools suc- 
cessively at Annoch^?, Burnside of Schivas, and Cairn- 
banno, and while in tlie latter place he issued by 
subscription tlie volume wdiich has carried his name 
dowu to posterity. Speaking of this volume, Mr 
Walker in his excellent work, “ Bards of Bonaccord,” 
says It is decidedly ahead of any volume of local 
vcr^, from the publication of Beattie’s ‘ Fruits of 
Time Parings’ to that of 1 inlay’s ‘May Flowers.’” 
Ingram’s muse, in so far as bis published work is con- 
cerned, is very correctly described as “ of a quiet, 
meditative, moralising turn for though his manu- 
scripts (now in the possession of his grandson, Mr W. 
D. Jeffrey of Kliyuie) reveal him in a broader and 
more humorous aspect than his published effusions 
W'ould lead us to expect of him, this side of his char- 
acter was evidently kept for the inner circle of his 
more immediate friends. From Cairnbanno Mr 
Ingram removed in 1817 to Woodhead of Fyvie, where 
he kept^school, and spent the remaining years of his 
life.* He died^on 21st March, 1849, aged 84, and w as 
buried in The chftrchyard of Fyvie. A full account of 
this writer, and of the manuscript collections he left 
behind liim, will be found in “ Bards of Boiiaccord,” 
and a privately printed little volume — “ A Garland of 
Bonaccord.” The following extracts will show the 
quality of Ingfam s muse as revealed in his volume of 
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1812. The first is the poem which, through the 
columns of the Aherdeen Journal^ brought our author 
into public notice, 

THE POOR TUTOR. 

Far remov’d from city splentlour 
Fate haft fixed hie niggard lot ; 

Comforts few, finances slender, 

Care still hovering near his cot ; 

Cold and bleak his humble dwelling, 

Hid behind the heath>clad hill, 

Wintry blasts its roof assailing ; 

Yet he seems contented still. 

Round him see the ragged mountains 
Rudely rise from nature's hand ; 

Roughly foam the gushing fountains, 

But they waft no ffoUIcn savd. 

Though he sees, in fertile valleys, 

Pomp and wealth indulge their fill ; 

He can pass the proud man's palace, 

Smile, and be contented still. 

Sylvan shades in zephyrs waving, 

Softer climes may proudly boast ; 

Round his head the tempest raving 
Scatters hail and polar frost : 

Poverty with these combining 
Strives each latent jojT to chill ; 

Midst such mingled evils pining. 

Yet he seems contented still. 

Trusted with a sacred treasure, 

Parents’ hopes to him consign’d, 

Duty is his daily pleasure. 

To expand the infant mind ; 

Arduous task — the wand’rer tending ; 

Checking next the frnward will ; 

Soothing fear ; the stubborn Jbending : 

'Midst his cares contented still. 

Here, a blue-ey'd cherub weening 
O'er the tale of Joseph’s woe ; 

There a vacant sloven sleeping, 

Dead to feeling’s gen’rous glow. 

Thus the poor neglected Tutor, 

Fost’ring good, and curbing ill, 

Looks serenely to the future, 

Smiles, and is contented still. 
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When the nun on yonder tuountain 
Sheds at eve his parting beam, 

When across the diiiiplin^ fountain, 
Morning caste her earlient (^leam ; 
When with peaK of awful pfrandeur 
Thunder rolls from hill to hill ; 

Thon the Tutor lovee to wander — 

Scenes like these with rapture fill. 

Mark him, void of ostentation. 

Filling up the destined plan ; 

Active in his lowly station. 

Praising God and serving man. 
Conscience whisp’ring approbation, 

• Wakes the soul-reviving thrill ; 

£vVy thought is.consolation, 

Ev’ry passion calm and still. 

Thus, with ardour undiminish’d. 

Panting for his native skies, 

On he moves, till lite is finish’d, 

When he grasps th' immortal prize ; 
Then, in sight of Salem’s splendours, 
Leaving this abode of ill, 

With these words the breath be renders ; 
“ Father I I obey thy will.*^ 


THE SCOTTISH DIALECT. 

(From an ** Efiistic to a Friend.") 

To suit our fashionable times, 

A bard maun now compose his rhymes 
ln*what is ca’d a pompous style, 

Or else they're nae thought worth the while. 
Wi’ foreign phrases now we’re loaded. 

The plain braid Scots is maist exploded, 

And unco little’s said or sung 
Tn honour o’ pur mother tongue. 


Keiionned wCts, of every clime, 

Fani d for their works in prose or^rhyme, 
*Ha’e writ the pieces they excell in 
Tn the same tongue they learn’d to spell in. 


Tho’ some new-fangled primpit sparks, 
May mu^’ their critical remarks ; 
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And lisp, and wink, and talk of style, 

And at our auld Scots phrases smile ; 

When rightly us’d, they’ll find, I’ll warran, 
The leed ** right pithy and auld farran.” 

In troth its like to gar me greet, 

When I think of the poets sweet 
That Ga1ed'>nia ance cou’d boast, 

Afore her nature leed was lost. 

A royal bard ga’e the example, 

And penn’d his Christ’s Kirk ” as a sample 
And who in singing cou'd excell 
Fam'd Douglas, Bishop of Dunkel* ? 

He timnier'd up, tho’ it be lang, ^ 

In guid braid Scots, a “ Virgil’s sang.” 

Nor can Montgomery be forgot, 

Nor Hawthornden, nor i>awky Scott ; 

Nor he who made the “Gowden Terge,” 

The HVAn contracted — meaning birge. 

Nor Gilbartfield, a chield sae clever ; 

Thy fame, O llamsay, liven for ever ! 

Nor Ferguson, of sterling glee, 

Nor Kohs, the dominie o’ Lochlee ; 

Nor funny Forbes who compos'd 
The weel-tauld “ Dominie Depos’d 
And after made the Grecian Kuabs, 

To gash sae weel wi’ auld Scots gabbs. 

’Twad tire a better hami at verse 
The third part o' them to rehearse ; 

But I must not forget to name 
Our famous Burns of recent fame ; 

How sweet to all the ploughman's songs ! 
What honour to his name belongs ! 

But waes me now, her bards are scaiice ; 

And when they hammer out a verse, 

’Tie so confounded stiff and primpit. 

The deil hae't gin't be worth a limpit. 

And tho’ we brag of school and college, 

And of <nir specidative knowledge ; • - 

Waes me ! for a’ our polish’d .irt, 

Our verses never reach the heart ; 

In them so little smergh is, b'aind, 

'I'hey’re naething but a tinkling si>und. 
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ilEV. DAVID ALEX. BEATTIE, 

i^UEE (’liurch minister uf Gai vald, Haddington, is 
Jf ^ a very worthy specimen of the “ Round O ** 
poets. He was born at Arbroath in 1»31. Having 
studied at Edinliiirgh, where he was a distinguished 
student, he was ordained at Towie, Aberdeenshire, in 
1858, and was again inducted at Garvald in 1867. 
There he «still remains, although he has declined 
repeated requests to go to Australia. When an Edin- 
burgh student he wrote the “ Bride of D'mth ” and 
“Songs of Life." His “Scenes from the Land of 
Scott were a ritten after a visit to Selkirk, and since 
he was settled as a minister in East Lothian. Mr 
Beattie has also a lengthy poem on “ Black Agnes of 
Dunbar*’ in six cantos. 1’his subject was recently 
referred to by the writer of an article in the VeopU's 
Friend, who described the historic event with which 
the heroine was connected, and concluded by saying 
that “ the name of Black Agnes will never fade from 
Sc(»tti.sli history, but it i^f unworthy of the Scottish 
muse that the heroine of Dunbar has obtained the 
scantiest recognition in the national poesy. We know 
of only one ballad commemorating her patriotic devo- 
tion.” Active public life in the ministry has, to a great 
extent, however, withdrawn our author from such 
work.* His first literary productions appeared in the 
Arbroaidi *aM Forfar .News — long extinct —and for 
many years he has been a valued contributor to the 
coUimits of the Haditington press. Mr Beattie’s poems 
are riUrkcd by sirnplicit}’ and perspicuity of style, with 
frequent touches of true pathos and patriotic fervour. 
His sketches of scenery are true to nature, and he has 
gracefully wovem into verse much that is valuable on 
the subject of Sci5ttish romance, historical incidents, 
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and antiquities. Our first extract is from part four 
of “Scenes from the land of Scott" — 


DRYBURGIl ABBEY. 


Last resting-place of Scotia’s bard — 

The minstrel sleeps in peace profound ; 
Softly, along the grassy sward, 

We tread as over hallowed ground. 
Tweed’s ripple heard within yon room. 
Still murmurs past his cherished tomb ; 

The sparkling eye here sadness dims— 
The wiml sighs requiem thro’ the tree ; 

The swallow twitters as it skims . 

On hasty wing o’er stream and lea. 


The drooping willow hangs its head, 
Beside the age<l yew it weeps, 

The wooded haugh, so fau-lik^* spread, 
The circling Tweed around it sweeps. 
The grey old Abbey, near its heart, 

Is ivy-veiled in every part. 

O’er broken arch and grass-grown aisle 
Cypress and yew thn)W solemn gloom ; 

Yet splendour fills the ruined pile, 

And decks the minstrel’s hallowed tomb. 


Fit spot for the gre-at mitlior’s rest. 

Where, thro’ the willow’s drooping boughs, 
In every tint of beauty dres-sed, 

We see the broom of Cowdenkoowes. 

The triple Eihleus bound the scene, 

And there the Chieviot’s range of grew-i ; 

While on a bold and rocky height, 

Like guardian spirit there alone, 

A statue tells of Wallace wiglit, 
Kough-hewn in native-sculptured stone. ^ 


r ( 

And here the aged sire will qodie, 

The denizens of rank repair, 

And princes wait to view the tomb 
Of the great author buried there. 

The youth whose grateful heart reveres 
The mind that truided wayward years ; 

The tuaideu too lier chaplet weaves. 
The tear is there by woman sheif ; 



tlSV D. A. BEATTIS. 


Hf*r olnldron a'»lv h^r why she leaves 
That tribute to the mighty dead. 


All of the minstrel that could die 
The crowd may witness passing by. 

But he that so enriched the land. 

Made solitudes seem peopled then. 

Holds us by genius’ magic hand. 

And lives yet in the hearts of men. 

THE T H I S '1' L E . D 0 W N . 

Can this be a blast from a wintry sky, 

J-)r4ven back o’er the verdure of J une ; 

Or a ha/e shutting sniiiiner delights from the eye, 
And hiding the sunshine at noon ? 

’Twas utter’d in sorrow, a breathing of fear, 

Seeing clouds, like the snow-drift blowing, 

Of cockle and thistle-down seeds wafted near 
The fields where the young wheat was growing. 

Wie hedges with fronds and blossoms were hung, 
Skirting fields cultivated with care ; 

The wheat’s silken tassels then loosely swung 
In the wind now refreshing them there. 

But from ill -kept fields ranker weeds disgrace, 

While the blades look sickly and dying, 

And tall stinging nettles are lords of the place, 

These thistle-down weeds came flying. 

Here care had devstroycd what would injure and blight, 
Life l|ad freshness, the sunshine was sweet, 

But these harbingers now of confusion alight 
And settle themselves ’mong the wheat. 

• The breeze blowing ^eeds of ill — no one accused 

^ Qf malice or seeming unkind, 

^t the wheat said that yonder the hoe was not used, 
And wondered at folly so blind. 

• * » 

^ No suit made the thistle-down leaving their home 
Upeii the June breezes unbidden, 

Tho’ strangers and aliens, ceasing to roam, 

'Mong the shoots of the wheat they have hidden. 

The weeds growing up said nt>thirig should part 
Those placed so closely together ; 
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Tho’ prickly their arniK, their kinrliiesK of heart 
Would protect them in Btoriniest weather. 

Blit they blighted the field, their prufeHsious deceived 
They but ripened to sting and destroy ; 

Evil communications corrupt good received, 

Soon turning to sorrow our joy. 

Our sins are like seeds, and tho harvest is shame, 

And the rea[)ing eternal dismay : 

Their nature, tho’ hidden, is ever the same, 
Surprising us some future day. 

When evil is harboured uproot it and vi^w. 

Come what may, to grow in the truth ; 

Do not store up a host of remeinbranci s now. 

To possess yet the sins of our youth. 


SUMMEli HOLIDAYS. 

The weary months have sped away, 

The wintry blast has ceased to rage. 

The torrent’s mimic Hoods assuage ; 

And songsters from each bud-docked spray 
Mow pour anon the joyous lay. 

For summer o'er the russet scene 
Has thrown its heaven-wrought robe of green, 
To gladden nature’s holiday. 

The .sun on his bright joiirnev sped 
Darts his warm ray at iiodiitide's hour 
On leafy wood and flowery glade. 

On breezy heath and ivy bower. 

In glen and woodlaiul all is still — 

All but the music of the rill. 

The pasture land no longer iiiourun, 

And we, too, feel the touch of g]adne.ss ; 

Our very woes drop half theii sadness 
As summer to the glade returns. _ 

With new-born ho|)e the bosom luiins — 

No longer see.ns the peasant’s life , 

A joyless round of toil and strife 
Himself, a mere machine which turns 
In crushing toil for daily bread, 

And scanty gains he lacks to .save 
From want which is to misery wed. 

He needs not now the storm to brave— 

With morning smig he loaves his cot 
And cares are buried and forgot. * 
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Some hasten to the heaving main, 

Or fleeing from the city’s din. 

Now seek to climb the bash-clad lioDf 
For leisure to the o'er-wrought brain. 

Some pierce the woven wood to gain 
The nill-side, whence the streams retreat 
Down to the dale where lovers meet, 

And music wafts its chord>born strain. 

But slowly, satlly, others seek 
Upon the moss-clad stone to rest, 

Till health may mantle to the rheek 
That long the couch of pain has press'd — 
To*these*the evening wind’s low moan 
Sounds like a pain-begotten groan. 

*Even in the gay and bustling throng, 

When jarring interests fill the hour, 

These peaceful scenes exert a power 
And hold a home in memory long. 

Inlfolly’s gi<ldy round, men wiong 
That iiinei voice which speaks out still. 
Like the loud dashing mountain lill, 
Which boilb and leaps a torrent sttong. 
Happy. the hearts, by soirow riven, 

That have inaintaiiied unequal strife, 

To whom a re«»t from sin is given, 

That poison at the seat of life - 
A reeit from woe, a heavenly light, 

Shed mid the tresses of the night. 


ANDREW MO KRIS, 

©ccabionnl contributor to the “ Poet’s Corner ” 
of the fTifi/ Lothian Vouri^r^ under the nom-de- 
plmie of was bona at Iron Works in 

f^42. His parciitrt were much respected and intelli- 
gent pflbplo, and their son, Andrew, gave early promise 
of literary and poetic talents. Difficulties and mis- 
fortunes, however, to some extent, prevented his hopes 
and ospiratiofKs being realised, and latterly he 



402 


MODERN SCOTTISH POETS. 


has turned his attention to business, and been success- 
ful. His muse, which is always smo(»th, musical, and 
homely, and never fails to express the finer feelings of 
human nature, frequently takes the epistolatory form 
— one of his finest being addressed to his “brither 
bard,” Mr Hernard, Woodeiid, Armadale, the gifted 
author of “ Sparks from a Miner’s J.amp,” “Chirps frae 
the Engine Liirn,” and other poetical works. The 
subject of the poem, “The Miner’s Address to his 
Fiddle,” was the author’s father, who told him as he 
laid it aside, shortly before his death, that he had 
“noo played his last spring.” ' 


THE MINER’fci ADDRESS TO UlS FIDDLE. 

I hear the songh of death’s dark stream 
And now stand waiting on tlie pier, 

From whicli all mortals must embark 
From this earth to another sphere ; 

Mj pains to-day arc less severe, 
iStill weary feels my fainting heart, 

So with my friend, my fiddle dear, 

Some tunes I’ll play before we part ; 

Then let my feeble fingers press 
Thy trembling strings to seme sweet lay, 
Full oft thou mad’st my sorrows less 
When tempest tossed on life’s highway. 

Companion close, at merry dance 
On thee I played such stirring airs, 

That hoary-headed men would spring 
With nimble steps from off their chairs* 
Young maids and men in loving pairs 
Swept round the hall in cheerful glee. 

For hours thou poured ’st within their ears 
One constant stream of melody ; 

Come then iny fiddle let me feel 
Thee closer, closer to my heart, 

On thee I’ll play one merry ree|, * 

My bosom friend, before we part. 

When death’s unfeeling hand removed 
My boy, young bud of promise fair, 

In dust tipou iny kitchen wall 
Thou hung'st untouched for many a year, 
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And when I drop’d a silent tear. 

Again replaced thy broken strings, 

Thy tones seemed mournful to my ear, 
Thou aeenj’st to share iny sufferings ; 

In soft seraphic measures roll 
Thy music sweet to me once more. 

Such as may cheer the anxious soul 
When death's last weary struggle's o’er. 

A BACHELOR’S LAMENT. 

Winter winds were loudly blawin', 

And farmers to their pits were drawin’ 

The neeps that they had thrang been shawin* 
For cattle’s use. 

As dooD the r(;ad I gaed to ca' on 
John Batche’s hoose. 

Says he, “ Man, Tam, bring in yer cl air, 

My heart is canid and unco sair ; 

I’m fairly overixiored wi’ care 
And sair distress. 

And no' a frien’ my griefs to share, 

And mak’ them less. 

“ Look at my fire, it’s nearly oot ; 

Look at my nair, as black as soot ; 

Look at inysel', ye needna doot 
1 gang for weeks, 

And no’ a soul to put a cloot 
Upon my breeks. 

“ Nae heart to share my joys wlien weel, 

Nae hall' to help me when I’m ill, 

Nae Toice to send love’s sacred thrill 
'riirough niy puir soul. 

When through the gloom I haiiieward steal 
To this cauld hole. 

“It’s no’ but what in youth I’re felt 
The love that inak*s the bosom molt, 

For fondly t«> my lass I've tell’t 
• What joy we’d hae, 

When her an’ me thegither dwelt 
» • ^ Some future day. 

“ Although i'm auld, the day I’ve seen 
When I would tak’ a walk wi’ Jean 
Doon a wee bosky glen at e’en, 

W i’ arm in arm, 

And 'midst the quiet surrounding scene 
• Feel love’s soft charm. 
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** And when the mnne was shining clear 
rd softly whisper in her ear — 

* My heart is yours, my love^ sincere ; ' 

She looked at me, 

And said, in ton^ that 1 thooht queer— • 

* Some day we’ll see. 

“ A elever ehiel* wi* yellow skin 
Oat roond her mither, and did win 
Her gude opinion wi* his tin 
And grocer shop, 

And left me here complete undone, 

’Maist beyond hope. 

**To hae a wife that flytes awa* 

Frae morn till nicht, and eays she’ll thraw 
Yer neck at times against the wa*, 

Nae doot’s a curse ; 

But, faith ! I think that nane ava’ 

Is something worse. 

** Here like an auld and withered tree, 

Frae erery branch and blossom free — 

O winter ! dark perpetually, 

Its shadows cast. 

And social frost and misery 
Increasing fast.” 

ADDRESS TO MY BED. 

While bards with pleasure search for themes 
'Moug birds, glens, flowers, and running streams, 
And daily gather fame’s bright beams 
Around their head, 

Hy muse a humbler subject claims — 

It is iny bed. 

Thou place, where life’s first morning breaks, ' 
'Midst fears, and hopes, and smothered shrieks I 
Here little man in mighty squeaks 
Begins life’s race. 

And ever after nightly seeks 

On thee a place. 

Thou soft domestic harbour, where 
Tired man casts anchor to repair 
His toil worn bark — the daily wear — 

Of arm and brain, , 

And from sleep's gentle influence there 

Gets strength again. ^ 
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When racking pains our limbs invade» 

Or fever’s burning hand is laid 
On our poor weary helpless head, 

To thee we go, 

And seek within the blanket’s shade 
Help for our woe. 

When sable night bids labour cease, 

And silence wraps our homes in peace, 
Then wearied limbs in thankfulness 
Seek thee, blest spot, 

And in thee find for weariness 
An antidote. 

Vhen roarin’ win’s are raisin’ waps, 

. Wi’ rattlin' slates and chimney taps, 

And soughin’ trees and thunder claps 
Me threaten harm, 

Then safe in thee, the blanket haps 
Me snug and warm. 

When hearts feel sair through want o’ cash, 
, Or Cupid’s darts our bosoms smash. 

Or neighbour’s spite, or silly clash 
, ^ Pita US aboot, 

A nicht’s soon’ sleep on thee will wash 
The warst o’t oot. 

Thou place of dreams, here mortals soar 
Through realms of bliss unknown before, 
Till joy’s delicious cup runs o’er 
* Within his hand, 

Until some stupid, senseless snore 
Breaks fancy’s wand. 

Thou place of dreams, here fancy sails 
On horror’s wings through stormy gales, 
And sees there sights and hears such tales, 
That dreadful seem, 

• breaking^morn- in joy reveals 
'Twas but a dream. 

With falteTie g step the bed is sought, 

When mortals feel their labours wrought, 
And life and ail the past seems nought 
But worthless strife ; 

'Tis then in thee the struggle’s fought 
That closes life. 
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MARGARET MACKAY. 

yilVRS MACKAY, authoress of one the best known 
X ll•/ and sweetest of our hymns — “Asleep in Jesus,# 
blessed sleep” — was the wife of Colonel William 
Mackay, who served in the Peninsular War. Her 
father, Captain Robert Mackay of Hedgefield, near 
Inverness, was a native of Sutherlandshire — an old 
officer who served in several South American campaigns. 
Her mother was connected with one of the older lead- 
ing families of Inverness. When attending the first 
General Assembly of the Church of Scotland at Inver- 
ness, Dr Chalmers, being a friend of the family, resided 
at Hedgefield. Mrs Mackay was a most conscientious, 
liberal, and self-denying lady, who spent her liny ted 
income in helping every good cause. She was a true 
and genial friend, and had a wide circle of acquaint- 
ances in the north of Scotland mid in different 
parts of England, where she often resided. Her fund 
of reminiscence and anecdote made her society very 
pleasant and agreeable, and siie niuch missed 
by many who appreciated her 4,'hristian fellow- 
ship and earnest purpose. She died at Cheltenham 
in 1886 , and was interred in the family burying ground 
at Inverness. On her grave are simply inscribed the 
first words of the beautiful hymn, “ Asleep in Jesus !” 

Mrs Mackay was the {iiithoross of a number of 
volumes, which were well received- ^ all of them Tb^tng 
of a thoroughly evangelical, thought bil,. aijd* instruc- 
tive nature. These included the trde, entitled “TIip 
F amily of Heathcrdale,” “The Wyciiflites,” “Cbristidn 
Life in the Camp,” “Sabbath Musings,” &c. In the 
introduction to her book — “ Thoughts Redeemed, or 
Lays of Leisure Hours” (Kdiiiburgli : W. P. Kennedy, 
1854 ) — she says : — “ I have placed at Ithe beginning 
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that entitled “ Asleep in Jesus,” as one which is already 
known to several readers. It has afforded me no small 
degree of satisfaction to learn that these verses have 
been favoured by resting on the minds of weak and 
weary individuals, as they .were enabled to cast their 
^eyes towards the rest of heaven. This little poem has 
found its way into selections both in this country and 
in America, and may therefore introduce into circula- 
tion its more retired companions, many of which have 
never before travelled beyond their humble niche in 
my own private repository.” . . . “ Sleeping in 
Jesus.” “ This simple inscription is carved on a 
tombstone in the retired rural bur'^dng-ground of 
Penny cross Chapel, in Devonshire. Distant only a 
few miles from a bustling and crowded seaport towm, 
reached througli a succession of those lovely lanes for 
which Devonshire is so remarkable,* the quiet aspect of 
Peftnycross comes soothingly over the mind ‘ Sleep- 
ing-in Jesus’ seems in keeping with all around. 
Here was no eljiborate ornament — no unsightly decay. 
The trim gravel walk led to the house of prayer, itself 
boasting of no architectural* embellishment to dis- 
tinguish it; and a leu trees were planted irregularly 
to mark some favoured spots.” In a measure, Mrs 
Mackay shares with Dr Bonar and others treated in 
this work the honour of having enriched our country 
with at least one of those imperishable gems, deeply 
graven with truth, beauty, and power, w'hieh seals its 
impress upon the hearts and memories of the people. 
We luA'e given sketches of the careers of the wTitersof 
“ Just as i jyii V ithout One Plea,’’ “ 1 Lay my Sins on 
Jesus,” ‘^he Sr^ids of Time are Sinking,” “ There is 
^ Ha^py Land,” and others, all giving testimony to 
realised grace and love, and now we are pleased to be 
able to add to our roll of honoured singers the author 
of “Asleep in Jesus.” This hymn presents the realisa- 
of spiritual tife, and to those left behind it is like a 
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great hand very tendeiiyand lovingly placed upon , the 
fluttering heart. The hyran hiis gene roufld the world, 
has been sung in churches of all communions, and 1 
hung as a light over the thickly-closing waters 
death as the weary yet exultant pilgrim lies down 
his final rest. 


ASLEEP IN JESUS. 

Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep, 

From which none ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose. 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

Asleep in Jesus ! oh, bow sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ; 

With holy confidence to sing 

That death hath lost his venom’d sting I 

Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest, 

Whose waking is supremely blest ; 

No fear, no woe shall dim that hour, 
That manifests the Saviour's power. 

Asleep in Jesus ! oh, for me 
May such a blissful refuge be ; 

Securely shall my ashes lie, 

Waiting the summons from on high. . 

Asleep in Jesus ! time nor space 
Debars this precious hiding-place ; ” 
On Indian plains, or Lapland snows, 
Believers find the same rep(»se. 

Asleep In Jesus ! far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be, 
But thine is still a blessed sleep, 

From which none ever wakes, to weep. 

A SIGH. 

Say, who can analyze a sigh, 

Oi tell the source from whence it flows. 
The brief expression it may be 
Of heavy but unuttered woes : 

It better far than tongue can tell 
The place where secret griefs may dwell. 


s-s.g 
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A Bigh*8 a'HiJent pledire of care, 

A tiigu which saddened thoughts impart, 

A token of some feeling deep . 

That rankles in a wounded heart. 

A sigh, a sigh ! — oh, it can speak 

The language of the faded cheek, 

A sigh may come where words may not, 
where tears would but too much reveal ; 

A sigh’s a sort of mystic word, ^ 

May speak what we would fain conceal ; 

A messenger that hearts cauiborrow 

To tell a tale of smothered sorrow. 

REDEEM THE TIME. 

Redeem the time 1 the precious hours 
Are quickly passing on ; 

Their track, alas t is deeply marked 
By duties left undone. 

Time flies, and as we say ** How fast I ” 

The present mingles with the past. 

Redeem the time ! the weary hours 
Of hope deferred seem long ; 

But ever, in the pilgrimage, 

Yours be the pilgrim's song ; 

And cheered by so divine a lay, 

Less dreary is the toilsome wav. 

Redeem the time ! the gladsome hours 
Speed rapidly away ; 

Who can a moment’s time command 
Its swift career to stay ? 

And, unimproved, they leave no charm 
« That can one future grief disarm. 

Redeem the time ! the hours may pass 
In bitterness or joy, 

But every lot its duties hath 
Our talents to employ ; 

There is no halting in the race 
* JhM leads us to our resting place. 

• c 

IT IS TIME TO SEEK THE LORD. 

It is time to seek the Lord 
In childhood's happy hours, 

When the sunshine of the mind 
• * Sheds radiance on the flowers. 
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When the tender herb is sreen. 

And dew rests on the leaf, 

It is time to seek the Lord, 

The spring-time may be brief. 

While the smooth untroubled brow 
Is yet untouched by care, 

And every cloud that hovers 
Reflects a rainbow there. 

It is time to seek the Lord ; 

The bloom may soon decay, 

And the passing showers nf hail 
Sweep all our buds away. 

It is time to seek the Lord ; 

Amid the storm of life 
We need a hallowed refuge 
Apart from human strife. 

The shades are gathering fast. 

Old age comes on apace ; 

But the failing heart gets strength 
Before the throne of grace. 

It is time to seek the Lord ; 

Fast, fast the moments fly, 

A warning voice is crying, 

“ The latter liays draw nigh.” 

It is time to seek the Lord ; 

Within his anus secure, 

Well, pilgrim Christians of the Cross 
May to the end emlure. 


HOME, 

There is a word whose magic sound 
My utmost heart can thrill, 

A word, whatever scenes surrnubd. 
That touches keenly still. 

a ’ 

I've beard it when upon mine ear 
Like music's voice it fell ; 

I’ve beard it when a starting tear 
lt*s influence could tell. 

I've heard it when my heart was gla^, 
And joy's bright sunbeams shone ; 
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I’ve heard It when my heart ^ae ead 
With thoughts of pleasures gone. 

Oh, ’tis a sound so fitly strung 
That heart must callous be 
On which its tone hath never rung 
In woe or ecstaoy. 

It indicates such perfect bliss, 

A pledge is only given 
To cheer us in a world like this — 

Tis perfect Isut in Keaven. 

Upon this single word a host 
Of varied visions come, 

Of hopes, of fears, of loved ones lost, 
That word, that word is — Home 


JAMES SIMPSON SCOTLAND 


M as born in Dovecotland, at that time a village 
in the immediate neighbourhood of Perth, but 
since incorporated with the Fair City. The home of 
^ his boyhood was in full view of most picturesque 
scenery,^the Grampians forming its northern boundary 
wall, the historic Palace of Scone nestling among the 
woods, being one of its most prominent objects. Mr 
Shetland received the rudiments of his education at the 


vi41age*8chool ; afterwards at Kinuoul Street Academy 
an^ the J’e^h Academy. He proceeded thence to 
*J?t Andrews fCfr sa session. After a year at home, he 
ilesumed his studies at Edinburgh, where he continued 
till ready fpE license. On account of delicate health, 
he did not for a year thereafter begin the work of a 
probationer, but spent the interval as resident tutor 
in Boxburghl^hire in the family of the Honourable 
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G. Dalrymple, brotHer of the Earl of Stair. Mr Scot- 
land was called to Keith and Aberdeen, but chose 
Errol, Carse of Gowrie, where he was ordained January 
1871, as colleague and successor to the Rev. John 
Lamb. 

In September 1879 Mr Scotland was inducted as the^ 
first minister of the recently-formed charge at Newport- 
on-Tay, where he now ministers to a select congrega- 
tion, able to appreciate his many and varied gifts and 
graces. He has had frequent overtures from city 
churches, which he has steadily declined to entertain. 

Mr Scotland has been fortunate as to the scenic 
environment of his two charges — Errol and Newport. 
Rich in Nature*s best — wood and water, hill and dale 
— ^both are meet nurses for a poetic child, He has 
wTitton poetry copiously, not for an audience, but for 
the joy of giving harmonious utterance to what is in 
the soul. It was more from accident than inteucion 
that any of his pieces found their w^ay into print. 
The samples given here speak for themselves He has 
undoubted poetic force and fire and formative 
faculty. There is much versatility. He can strike a 
strong note and whisper with pathos in a minor key. 
Varied in mood, he can sketch with the brightness of 
a spring morning, or paint in the sombre hues of the 
yellowing autumn. Perhaps the leading feature of his 
poetry, when he is dealing with the still sad music of 
humanity, is its tender sweetness and trembling sensi- 
bility to the manifold tragedy of life, yearning for “the 
touch of a vanished hand, and the «Bound of a ^vocco 
that is still.” His chaste verse is charged, witi a 
chastened sympathy. The most exq^iibitely beautiful, 
the most moving poems and most touching songs of aT 
time have sprung from the heart of those Jn whom the 
pulse of physical health has been fitful, uncertain, and 
low ; have come not seldom from sick beds ; have 
come once and again as an impressive i^oice from out 
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the valley of. the shadow of death. That teaching in 
song which is truest, most real, and high strung has 
been learned in suffering. 

CHILDREN'S CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

Blessed Saviour, born to-day, 

A little child to thee woula pray ; 

Come and teach me what to say, 

Blessitd Saviour, Jesus. 

Thou wast onoe a child like me — 

A babe upon Thy mother’s knee ; 

Lord, I would I were like Thee, 

, Bless^ Saviour, Jesus. 

Hid within Thy mother’s breast, 

Like a dove within its nest, 

Oft she lulled Thee sweet to rest, 

BlessM Saviour, Jesus. 

Thou rememberest, Lord, I know. 

Though it happened long ago ; 

Thou art not ashamed ’twas so, 

Blessed Saviour, Jesus. 

For Thou art the same alway, 

Thy love, Lord, has no yesterday, 

No change it knows, knows no decay, 

Blesstd^ Saviour, Jesus. 

And so 1 wish my heart to be 
A warm cradle, Lord, for Thee ; 

Make Christmas once again with me. 

Blessed Saviour, Jesus. 

THE: SUMMER OP THE HEART. 

* I think of 4:hee at morning dawn, 

Amd through the busy working day, 

Avicni^he lonely, silent night 
My thofbhts still steal to thee away ; 

And though tlie days are dark and drear, 

And;winds hemoan the waning year, 

ThOlugh autumn leaves are falling fast, 

And the glow of summer past, 

'Tis summer in my heart, 
summer in my heart. 
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Blit if of me thou thinkest not 

When from the east breaks forth the light, 
And if of me thou thinkest not 
By busy day or quiet night, 

Though ail the Buianier*H glory be 
Outspread o'er earth and sky and sea, 

For me the snminer quickly flies. 

The light of hope within me dies — 

'Tie winter in my heart, 

Sad winter in my heart. 


MARY LEE. 

Though inony a bonnie lassie lives, 

An' roony a ane 1 see, 

Nae sweeter flower blooms in life’s bower 
Than my bonnie Mary Lee. 

Her hair is like the gowden sheen 
O’ sunlioht on the sea, 

An* the peach’s bloom is on the cheek 
O* my bonnie Mary Lee. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe 
I'hat hang upon the tree. 

An’ the een are sweet forget-me-nots 
O' my bonnie Mary Lee. 

What though she hasna glitterin’ gowd, 

To please the greedy e’e. 

She’s wealth enow to me, I trow, 

My bonnie Mary Lee. 

Sae airtlesB an’ sae innocent, 

Frae evil thochts sae free. 

She’s dear to a’, baith great an’ siua’. 

My bonnie Mary Lee. * 

1 dreamed an’ dreamed, but ne’ei^T thocht 
That mine she e’er could be. 

An’ I was wae for mony a day 
For my bonnie Mary Lee. 

But noo I ken her heart is mine, 

I m^ist could dance wi’ glee. 

An’ a' is bricht since touohed wi’ the licht 
O’ my bonnie Mary Lee. 
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I lo’ed her when life’s ilay was young, 

1*11 lo’e her till 1 dee, 

A gift frae Heaven, in kindneett given, 

Is my bonnie Mary Lee. 

jaUJ^UKIED OUR rSAK AGO. 

We buried our first a year ago ; 

Her eyes were blue, her hair of gold ; 

Scarce fifteen summers had she seen 
When life’s brief tale was told. 

One bad been taken, but one was left ; 

“Mercy and judgment meet,” we said ; 

• And our hearts to the living more fondly clung 
^ Because we mourned the dead. 

She crew like the grass under April showers, 

A lily pale, with raven hair ; 

And her face was a book that we daily read, 
Sometimes with silent prayer. 

Yet no mistrust of a deeper love 
Than ours awoke unworthy fears ; 

We thought that the cloud would pass away. 

And strength come with the years. 

But suddenly the shadow dread, 

Appeared as if again to fall. 

And we started, like the ancient king. 

When God wrote on the wall. 

• 

Then, with a cry exceeding great, 

We sorely wrestled with the Lord ; 

But His face seemed wholly turned away : 

He answered not a word. 


And though we watched by day and night ; 

Though in an agony we prayed ; 
Oi^prayers seemed but as idle breath, 

^ The shadow was not stayed. 

[ B^^Uer hefplessness we stood, 

Am^^w it creeping on apace, 

Till all watiover when it passed 
Across our loved one’s face. 


Th^ir ^rief burst forth, as waters rush 
tfncbeoked into a sinking ship ; 
Then came a flooding of the eyes, 

A trimbling of the Up. 
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But with the Rrnef had come Uie.grace, 
And BO we bleat God’s holy name ; 

And from the heart we gave her up 
To Him from whom she came. 

If she was ourb, sure Hia far more 
Who had redeeii^^^ her with His blood ; 

And in His heaven th'iTiVower will bloom 
We had as opening bud. 

And when the surging waves of grief, 
And vain regrets our spirits fill. 

Our broken hearts He will upbind. 

And whisper, Peace : be btill.’* 


We buried our first a year ago. 

Our youngest laid to rest to-day ; 

No wonder the wind blew cold and chill. 

And dull the sky and gray. 

We laid her by her sister’s side — 

'Twas thus of old they used to sleep ; 

And over our treasures the angels of Go ^ 
Their ceaseless vigils keep. 

When evening fell, we looked across 
The city’s lights to where they lie, 

And, lo 1 above their graves a star 
Shone matchless in the sky. 

f 

An<ither star we seemed to see 
Shine o’er a village inn and cave, 

And thought of the Child in Bethlehem biirn, 
Of Jesus, Mighty to Save. 

It seemed, as it glowed, like a thought of God, 
'This star, for joy and comfort given, ^ 

For it spoke of the Saviour's hirtli on eartl^ 
Our darlings' birth in heaven. 

Ah ! yes, God gives both songs and slrr^^ 

To burdened hearts in deepest iMvh^., ' ' 

Glad foretastes of the endless .song, ^ 

The everlasting light. 








